7W 


.^4'' 


.. .. 


r.f^' 


?1 


ei 


S 


fM 

' h ''< 


/*  .*v 
7^::^  r,: 


I LIBRARY  OF  CONGRESS, 


V. 


VT. 


Chap, .. 
Shelf  — 


UNITED  STATES  OF  AMERICA. 

^icKSC!>g5£aa0<^ 


\ • 

, V I 


I 


:*^:./  it 


/.r!* 


agegg/i:as<;' 


^ ^ 


r* 

/ 


k 


I 

« 


I 


$ 


ii 

( 

» 


r 


► 

» , 


k, 


•? 

t / 


s 

» - 

h 

>'  t 
> 

.i  ' 

V 

t . 


s 


I 


I 


jj*  ' -v 


. . ' > 


» ‘ «. 


• f 


I 


^ 


si 


4. 


f 

I 

I 


i 


\’ 


'xT 


-,  / 


j* 


I 

t 


\ 


t 


THE  HAMILTONS; 


OR, 

SUNSHINE  IN  STOEM. 


BY 

y 

COKA  BEKKLEY. 


I 


NEW  YOEK: 

EDWAED  DUNIGAN  & BROTHER, 
(JAMES  B.  KIEKEE,) 

151  Fulton  Stbeet. 


J 


A 5 


Entered,  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  tho  year  1S56,  by 
JAMES  B.  KIEKER, 

In  the  Clerk’s  Office  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States 
for  the  Southern  District  of  New  York. 


PREFACE. 


This  little  book  is  intended  to  illustrate 
the  strength,  the  beauty,  and  the  purity  of 
a true  Catholic  heart,  whether  in  prosperity 
or  in  adversity ; and  the  noiseless,  yet  al- 
most irresistible  influence  it  may  acquire 
over  those  who  come  within  its  sphere. 
The  author  believes  that  the  deep,  tender 
piety  of  Catholicity,  with  its  unselfishness, 
its  childlike  repose  in  the  will  of  God,  is 
fully  equal  to  all  the  emergencies  of  the 
most  eventful  life.  In  the  following  pages 
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the  author  has  attempted  to  show  how  the 
deepest  piety  is  not  incompatible  with  the 
most  brilliant  success  in  every  sphere  of 
life.  If  the  attempt  is  a successful  one, 
she  will  have  attained  her  object ; if  not, 
she  is  content  to  have  this  little  work 
added  to  the  great  list  of  failures  and  dis- 
appointments with  which  the  world  is  full. 
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THE  HAMILTONS; 

OR, 

SUNSHINE  IN  STOKM 


I. 

ENTRANCE  INTO  SOCIETY. 

It  was  snowing  when  Margaret  Hamilton 
put  her  head  out  of  the  stage  window,  as 
it  stopped  for  a moment  on  one  of  the  high 
hills  just  opposite  Cincinnati,  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  her  home.  But  the  white  flakes, 
falling  thick  and  fast,  spread  a misty  veil 
over  the  river,  flowing  far  below,  and  the 
city  beyond,  and  dimmed  the  outline  of  the 
distant  hills,  standing,  like  sentinels,  around. 
In  a little  while  she  was  at  her  father^s  door. 
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Her  step-mother,  in  a gay  dressing  gown, 
ran  down  to  meet  her. 

Marguerite,  I thought  you  would  have 
been  here  yesterday.  It  is  very  awkward  ! 
Of  course  you  have  nothing  fit  to  wear,  and 
the  whole  town  will  be  here  to-night.^^ 

She  hurried  her  up  stairs,  just  suffering 
her  to  pass  into  the  handsome  parlor,  talk- 
ing rapidly  all  the  time  of  something  that 
seemed  to  be  very  momentous  to  her,  but 
which  Margaret  did  not  at  all  understand. 

Why  on  earth  Tvere  you  not  here  yester- 
day ? I have  the  loveliest  blue  satin  ready, 
but  I am  afraid  it  will  not  fit.  Let  me  see 
what  you  have.  Florine,  unstrap  that 
trunk.^^ 

The  French  maid  drew  out  one  by  one 
the  simple  Convent  dresses,  while  Margaret 
asked,  What  does  it  all  mean,  mother  ? 
How  are  papa  and  Fred  ?” 

^^Do  not  call  me  mother,''  said  Mrs. 
Hamilton.  I am  young  enough  yet  to  be 
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taken  for  your  sister.  If  you  set  the  exam- 
ple, Fred  will  be  ^ mothering^  me,  if  only 
for  the  sake  of  tormenting  me.^^ 

Margaret  looked  relieved.  It  had  ever 
been  a pang  to  give  the  proud,  cold  Hor- 
tensia  Hamilton,  a name  that  belonged  to 
one  so  different.  Then  I'll  call  you  Hor- 
tense.  This  is  my  gala  costume/'  She 
held  up  an  unassuming  white  Swiss,  and  a 
wreath  of  delicate  artificials,  but  dropped 
them  to  laugh  at  the  maid's  look  of  horror. 
Why  must  I dress  to-night  ? " 

Because  you  are  to  make  your  dehut 
under  my  auspices,"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton. 

Don't  you  remember  I wrote  to  you  about 
it  ? Florine,  we  must  try  the  blue  satin." 

Is  it  for  me  ? 0 Hortense  ! I have 
not  worn  colors  since — " She  hesitated,- 
and  bent  down  over  her  scattered  wardrobe. 

Since  your  mother's  death,"  said  Hor- 
tense, with  the  greatest  indifference.  But 
that  was  four  years  ago,  and  it  is  time  to 
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leave  off  your  mourning.  Ah. ! here  it  is.^^ 
Margaret  suffered  them  to  put  the  dress  on 
her,  but  silently  resolved  not  to  wear  it. 

How  very  lovely  you  are  was  the  usu- 
ally undemonstrative  Mrs.  Hamilton's  ex- 
clamation, as  she  smoothed  the  rich  folds, 
and  drew  up  the  lace  on  the  sleeves,  to  dis- 
play the  beautifully  moulded  arms.  She 
was,  indeed,  lovely ; her  face  radiant  as  the 
morning  with  it,s  blushes, — her  tender  eyes 
suffused  with  the  unshed  tears  her  mother’s 
name  had  called  up, — and  the  white  droop- 
ing'shoulders,  and  fair  round  arm,  looking 
but  the  fairer  against  the  delicate-hued  satin. 

Isiow  I will  leave  you  for  a little  while,”  . 
said  Hortense,  and  as  soon  as  Florine  has 
finished  my  hair,  she  shall  put  up  yours. 
Come,  Florine.  Fll  send  for  you  presently. 
Marguerite.”  It  was  one  of  her  affectations 
to  call  her  by  this  French  name ; Margaret, 
she  said,  was  harsh,  and  its  abbreviations 
too  common. 
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Hortense's  presently  proved  to  be  an 
hour ; and  before  that  had  passed,  Margaret 
was  dressed,  certainly  looking  purer  in  her 
simple  white  robe,  closed  at  the  throat  with 
a jet  cross,  and  girdled  with  black,  than 
any  of  the  overdressed  belles  who  would 
grace  Hortense's  parlor  that  night.  The 
French  maid  bestowed  upon  her  a very 
supercilious  glance  as  she  glided  into  Mrs. 
Hamilton's  room,  and  Hortense  herself 
looked  unutterable  scorn.  Marguerite, 
you  surely  do  not  intend  to  make  your  ap- 
pearance in  such  a trim  ! It  is  preposter- 
ous to  cover  up  a neck  like  yours.  Eeally, 
I will  not  go  down  with  you,  if  you  do  not 
wear  the  blue." 

Oh  yes,  you  will ; I do  not  think  I'll 
prove  a very  great  disgrace,  for  I expect  to 
play  wall  flower,"  she  answered,  lightly. 

Indeed,  you  will  do  no  such  thing. 
You  must  talk.  Marguerite,  and  laugh,  for 
it  is  very  becoming  to  you.  And  so  are 
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blushes/^  sbe  added,  as  Margaret's  height- 
ened color  told  how  unused  she  was  to  such 
lessons. 

^^But  I cannot  talk  well  to  strangers, 
and  I don't  think  my  first  attempt  in  so- 
ciety will  be  much  of  a triumph.  Tell  me 
about  papa  and  Fred  ; are  they  at  home  ? 
I want  so  much  to  see  them." 

^^Do  not  make  yourself  uneasy  about 
either,  for  it  is  not  probable  that  they  will 
be  visible  to-night,"  said  Hortense,  dryly. 

Mr.  Hamilton,  senior,  dislikes  gay  assem- 
blages, and  Mr.  Hamilton,  junior,  cares  for 
nothing  but " Upon  what  his  affec- 

tions were  placed  she  did  not  hear,  for  she 
was  folded  in  her  father's  arms. 

Margaret ! my  little  Margaret,  how  you 
have  grown  !"  He  could  say  no  more,  but 
kept  her  in  a close  embrace,  repeatedly 
kissing  her.  Hortense  turned  away  to  finish 
her  toilette,  leaving  the  two  to  study  the 
changes  years  had  made  in  each.  The  face 
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that  bent  so  tenderly  over  Margaret  was 
not  like  that  she  had  known  in  childhood  ; 
there  was  a shadow  on  the  brow,  and  a 
resolute  pressure  of  the  lips,  that  quite* 
changed  its  expression.  In  a little  while' 
Mr.  Hamilton  turned  to  his  wife,  with  a 
look  that  puzzled  Margaret.  ^^Hortense, 
do  excuse  us  to-night.  Margaret,  I am 
sure,  would  rather  remain  with  me  than  go 
down  to  those  heartless  people  you  expect.^^ 
^^As  you  please,""  she  answered,  coldly, 
expect  none  but  friends  whom  I have 
invited  for  Marguerite"s  sake,  but  if  you  do 
not  wish  your  daughter  to  associate  with 
them,  I have  nothing  more  to  say."" 

^^Your  friends!  They  are  heartless,, 
nevertheless,""  he  said,  with  a smothered 
sigh,  as  he  turned  again  to  his  child. 

They  will  make  you  like  them,  Margaret ! 
Do  not  leave  me  ! Stay  here  !"" 

How  imploring  his  voice  was  1 Mar- 
garet had  a childish  curiosity  to  see  the  gay 
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world  of  society,  of  which  Hortense  had 
given  her  snch  brilliant  descriptions  ; but 
his  words  filled  her  with  misgiving.  In- 
deed^ papa,  I would  like  to  stay  with  you  ; 
I have  so  much  to  say,  so  rnany  things 
to— 

Nonsense,  Marguerite  ! interrupted 
Hortense.  Mr.  Hamilton,  you  did  a very 
foolish  thing  in  sending  her  to  a Catholic 
Convent,  to  have  her  head  filled  with  prudish 
notions,  don't  do  another  by  keeping  her  out 
of  society  longer.  Look,  Marguerite,  if  that 
is  a face  to  be  hidden." 

She  turned  her  around  to  the  long  mirror 
and  stood  beside  her,  while,  with  flushed 
cheeks,  Margaret  glanced  at  the  reflection. 
There  could  not  have  been  a greater  con- 
trast than  the  two.  Hortense's  was  a 
dark,  colorless  face,  heavy  in  its  repose,  and 
only  lighted  by  a pair  of  black  eyes,  that 
had  been  taught  to  flash  or  soften  as  their 
owner  willed  ; while  Margaret's  flushed  and 
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paled  with  every  passing  thought.  At  first 
glance  she  might  have  been  pronounced  the 
haughtiest  of  the  two,  for  there  was  a 
stately  grace  in  her  finely  developed  figure, 
and  the  peculiar  turn  of  her  white  slender 
throat,  which  Hortense  lacked  ; but  a mo- 
ment's study  of  the  delicately  chiselled  fea- 
tures removed  that  impression.  Their 
dress,  too,  increased  the  contrast ; Hor- 
tense's  gorgeous  as  an  Iildian  queen's,  and 
Margaret's  almost  quakerish  in  its  sim- 
plicity. Mr.  Hamilton  watched  them  si- 
lently until  his  wife  placed  her  hand  upon 
his  arm,  and  with  a smile  that  would  have 
sent  him  to  the  end  of  the  earth  had  she 
asked  it,  said  : 

^•Now,  Eobert,  be  sensible,  and  let  me 
do  as  I please  with  Marguerite.  I promise 
you  that  you  will  be  proud  of  my  manage- 
ment." 

It  was  almost  the  first  time  since  their 
marria2:e  that  she  had  called  him  Eobert, 
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and  that  alone  would  have  won  him.  Do 
not  spoil  her,  Hortense  ; do  not  make  her 
worldly,  and  you  can  do  what  else  you 
please.'^ 

She  drew  back  with  an  assumed  look  of 
resentment.  Then  you  think  me  worldly ; 
you  think  I would  corrupt  her.  0 Eobert 
He  gently  removed  the  hands  she  pressed 
upon  her  eyes.  “ Do  not  misunderstand 
me,  Hortense ; let  us  be  friends,  at  least.'^ 
She  suffered  herself  to  be  petted  into  a 
good  humor,  and  then  went  to  Margaret, 
who  was  at  the  fire,  watching  them  with  a 
puzzled  look.  Let  me  put  these  camellias 
in  your  hair,  Marguerite  ; Etienne  will  ad- 
mire them.""  She  knelt  down  ; and  while 
Hortense  placed  the  waxlike  fiowers  in  the 
coronal  of  hair  resting  on  her  white  brow, 
asked. 

Who  is  Etienne  ? "" 

Some  one  worth  pleasing.  Come,  it  is 
time  to  go  down.""  They  went,  Hortense  , 
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only  lingering  a moment  to  have  a quiet 
laugh,  and  say  in  French  to  her  maid,  Am 
I not  a superb  actress  ? I shall  have  my 
=9?  pretty  step-daughter  in  my  own  hands  now.^^ 
In  the  parlor  the  child,  as  Hortense  called 
her,  could  not  be  still.  She  went  about  the 
room  fluttering  over  the  leaves  of  books, 
and  rearranging  flowers  that  were  too  stifflj- 
disposed  in  their  vases.  Hortense  in  vain 
tried  to  give  her  some  lessons  in  etiquette ; 
she  only  sealed  her  lips  with  kisses  and 
laughter,  such  a ringing,  musical  laugh  as 
was  seldom  heard  in  those  gorgeous  rooms, 
and  tripped  away  again,  exclaiming  she  was 
too  happy  to  do  any  thing  but  shout  and 
make  speeches.  Happy,  happy  Margaret  ! 
It  seemed  as  if  every  pulsation  of  her  heart 
was  a whole  life  of  joy,  a joy  so  great  that 
it  could  not  be  hidden  away  in  its  recesses, 
but  stole  up  to  her  sweet  young  face  and 
lit  it  with  something  akin  to  a halo,  and 
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rang  out  like  a glad  chime  in  every  tone  of 
her  voice. 

You  are  the  veriest  child  I ever  knew/^ 
said  Hortense,  with  a curl  of  her  haughty 
lip.  I am  afraid  I shall  never  succeed  in 
teaching  you  presentable  manners.^"' 

Margaret  put  up  her  hands  in  comic 
distress,  In  what  am  I so  very  childish 
Various  things,  too  numerous  to  men- 
tion,” she  answered  dryly,  turning  to  the 
mirror  between  the  windows,  and  settling 
the  plumes  in  her  hair.  Keally,  Margaret, 
you  are  as  wild  as  a deer.  What  has  put 
you  into  such  a gale  ? ” 

Gale  ! ” she  repeated  with  a burst  of 
Ifiughter.  “ Why  this  is  my  ordinary  mood, 
Mrs.  Hamilton ; I generally  feel  so  light,  it 
would  not  be  hard  for  me  to  fancy  that 
wings  were  growing  on  my  shoulders.  It 
has  been  so,  ever  since  the  day  I was  bap- 
tized. Do  you  know,  papa,”  she  continued, 
more  seriously,  ‘^1  was  very  much  afraid 
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when  I wrote  to  ask  your  permission,  you 
would  object  to  my  becoming  a Catholic. 
Ah  ! In  what  trembling  suspense  the  days 
were  passed  until  your  answer  came.  Dear 
papa,  I cannot  thank  you  enough  for  your 
unreserved  consent."^ 

Even  though  you  had  not  a chance  to 
play  heroism,  and  brave  my  displeasure, 
and  finally  wring  an  unwilling  acquiescence 
from  me  by  your  lofty  independence,""  said 
her  father,  with  a smile.  Komantic  young 
ladies  generally  like  to  be  placed  in  predica- 
ments."" 

Do  they  ""  she  asked,  gayly.  Then 
I surely  am  not  romantic,  for  I should  have 
been  very  much  troubled  at  any  thing  like 
a predicament.  It  was  very  sweet,  papa, 
to  know  that  while  I was  doing  that  which 
I was  sure  would  please  God,  I was  not 
displeasing  you.""  Again  Hortense"s  lip 
curled,  but  she  had  no  time  for  reproof, 
for  her  guests  ‘were  beginning  to  arrive, 
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and  Margaret's  natural  timidity  somewhat 
quieted  her  flow  of  spirits.  She  stood  be- 
side Hortense  with  graceful,  shrinking  mod- 
esty, listening  and  talking  to  those  who 
were  presented.  But  later  in  the  even- 
ing she  went  to  a quiet  corner,  where  her 
father  had  stationed  himself,  and  while 
enjoying  the  gay  scene  before  her,  and 
watching  the  dancers  in  their  many-colored 
costumes  asked  for  her  brother.  A look  of 
pain  contracted  Mr.  Hamilton's  brow  as  he 
answered  hurriedly  : 

He  is  very  well,  I believe.  Yes,  there 
he  is."  He  came  towards  them  with  the 
graceful  bearing  that  made  him  so  like  his 
sister,  but  she  was  shocked  at  his  changed 
appearance,  at  the  keen,  cold  gaze,  and  hag- 
gard cheeks  that  met  her  eyes.  A vague 
fear  that  there  was  some  cause  for  this,  em- 
barrassed her  for  a moment.  He  seemed 
to  divine  her  thoughts,  and  said  with  a sar- 
castic smile  : 
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Margaret,  are  you  frightened  that  you 
are  so  silent  and  stare  at  me  so  ? '' 

No,  Fred  ! You  are  certainly  changed, 
hut  I suppose  I am  too,''  she  said,  laughing 
at  the  momentary  feeling  that  had  overcome 
her. 

Yes,  for  the  better.  All  the  men  in  the 
room  looked  envious  as  I kissed  you.  Look  ! 
There  goes  Lamar,  who  is  just  now  the 
lion  of  Hoi’tense's  set.  You  will  rave  about 
him  like  the  rest  of  course." 

^^No,  I'm  not  in  the  habit  of  raving 
about  people.  Who  is  he  ? " 

A rich  Southerner  whom  all  the  Cin- 
cinnati girls  are  trying  to  catch.  Very  use- 
lessly, I think,  for  I know  by  Hortense's 
manceuvres,  that  she  intends  you  to  be  the 
victor,  and  bear  off  the  prize.  He  is  visit- 
ing her,  so  you  will  have  a fair  chance  of 
playing  off  your  attractions." 

Before  her  blush  had  faded,  Hortense 
advanced  leaning  on  Mr.  Lamar's  arm,  and 
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introduced  him  as  the  Etienne  she  had  been 
speaking  of  that  evening.  She  was  too  much 
confused  by  Fred's  last  remark  to  hear  any 
thing  for  a few  moments,  but  as  self-pos- 
session returned,  she  ventured  to  glance  at 
her  companion.  He  had  just  such  a faco 
as  she  fancied  might  have  belonged  to  Igna- 
tius Loyola,  before  grace  had  subdued  his 
fiery  nature.  It  was  dark  and  glowing 
with  the  hot  blood  of  the  South,  the  magnifi- 
cent head  upraised  with  the  pride  of  con- 
scious intellect,  and  the  deep-set  eyes  look- 
ing as  if  the  lightning  of  anger  might  often 
flash  from  their  depths,  though,  now  that 
they  were  bent  down  upon  her,  the  heavy 
Spanish  lashes  shaded,  and  gave  them  a 
peculiar  tender  expression.  It  was  not 
long  before  Margaret  was  listening  to  him 
with  eager  pleasure,  and  talking  with  a 
frankness  that  astonished  herself.  He 
seemed  to  have  the  talent  of  drawing  out 
her  opinion  upon  subjects  most  people  would 
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have  thought  her  unacquainted  with,  and 
unconscious  that  she  was  attracting  atten- 
tion, and  exciting  envy,  she  spent  the  whole 
evening  at  Mr.  Lamar's  side  instead  of 
dancing.  Fred  smiled  significantly  as  he 
glanced  at  her  animated  face,  and  whis- 
pered in  her  ear,  Why,  little  sis,  you  can 
out-general  Hortense  any  day."  It  recalled 
her  to  herself,  and  all  Etienne's  endeavors 
to  sustain  the  conversation  were  vain. 


II. 

RETROSPECT — FAST”  ACQUAINTANCES. 

Margaret  had  not  been  long  at  home 
before  she  discovered  that  it  was  not  a very 
happy  one  for  her  father.  She  was  often 
pained  by  the  look  of  comfortless  sorrow 
that  seemed  to  be  settling  on  his  face^  and 
then  almost  unconsciously  she  would  pic- 
ture to  herself  the  c[uiet  homelike  rooms  of 
the  old  house,  and  a fragile  form  gliding 
about  in  the  soft  twilight,  and  loving  hands 
drawing  up  the  great  arm-chair,  and  ar- 
ranging the  study  lamp,  and  the  dear  old 
books.  Her  eyes  would  grow  dim  as  she 
thought  of  her  mother’s  wan  cheeks  flush- 
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ing  at  tlie  sound  of  her  father^s  footsteps, 
and  her  vain  endeavors  to  choke  down  a 
cough,  that  she  might  ^ing  the  songs  he 
loved.  Those  were  happy  days  indeed, 
and  Margaret  could  not  help  sighing  that 
the  present  was  not  more  like  the  past. 
Mr.  Hamilton's  second  wife  was  a cold, 
haughty  woman,  and  as  heartless  a schemer 
as  ever  did  credit  to  the  world's  training. 
She  had  once  said,  would  rather  die 
than  he  poor,"  and  well  she  played  her 
cards  to  win  the  wealth  she  coveted.  She 
knew  the  Hamiltons  during  the  life  of  the 
first  wife,  and  what  little  of  affection  there 
was  in  her  nature  was  given  to  the  warm- 
hearted, impulsive  little  Margaret ; • and 
after  her  mother's  death,  she  took  charge  of 
her,  until  Mr.  Hamilton's  grief  had  some- 
what subsided.  Cutting  remarks  and  sneer- 
ing surmises  as  to  her  motives  were  not 
wanting,  but  Hortense  was  very  heedless  of 
them.  Perhaps  they  were  unjust ; she 
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might  have  been  for  once  false  to  her  na- 
ture, but  people  doubted  it.  Her  most  in- 
timate friends,  or  rather  associates,  for  she 
had  no  friends,  could  read  nothing  in  the^ 
haughty  indifference  with  which  she  veiled 
her  intentions.  Her  very  looks  were  that. 
Never  was  there  a more  impenetrable  face 
when  she  chose  it  to  be  so,  and  no  wonder, 
for  she  had  spent  her  life  in  training  it,  and 
only  the  thin  lip,  that  would  sometimes 
curl  in  spite  of  her,  betrayed  her  utter  con- 
tempt for  the  opinions  of  others,  provided 
her  own  ends  were  gained. 

Three  years  passed,  and  Hortense,  as 
Eobert  Hamilton’s  wife,  had  wealth  enough 
at  her  command  to  further  any  schemes 
her  busy  brain  might  invent.  It  was  no 
wonder  that  Mr.  Hamilton  was  disappointed 
in  this  second  marriage.  His  happiness 
was  centred  in  home,  and  Hortense  had 
never  cared  for  any  thing  but  society.  It 
was  only  in  a crowd  that  Her  talents  for  de- 
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ception  had  full  play,  that  her  haughty  will 
could  gain  the  homage  it  craved.  In  the 
ball-room,  and  amid  the  votaries  of  fashion, 
she  reigned  supreme.  Mrs.  Hamilton's 
dress  and  manners,  and  beauty,  were  quoted 
as  standards  on  all  occasions  ; and  many 
a heart-ache  she  had  caused,  were  but 
marks  of  her  superior  intellect,"  as  it  was 
termed.  After  the  first  months  of  their 
marriage,  her  husband  seldom  went  out 
with  her,  unless  Hortense  condescended  to 
invite  him.  Strange  that  with  her  glaring 
faults  she  had  obtained  unbounded  influ- 
ence over  him ; and  if  sometimes  his  na- 
ture revolted  against  the  ignoble  bondage, 
an  assumption  of  tenderness  on  her  part 
was  sure  to  subdue  him.  She  led  him  as 
she  willed,  even  into  the  fashionable  dissi- 
pation he  so  detested.  He  had  been  re- 
served and  cautious  all  his  life  in  his  inter- 
course with  society,  not  because  he  had 
suffered  any  wrong  from  it,  but  because  his 
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tastes  ran  in  a different  channel^  and  with 
his  children  and  his  books  he  was  content. 
The  first  were  not  ranch  solace  now,  for 
Frederick,  the  eldest,  had  fallen  into  other 
hands,  and  Margaret  was  at  school.  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  when  dying,  had  implored  her 
hnsband  to  place  Margaret  with  the  sisters 
at  Nazareth  until  she  was  grown.  She  'was 
not  a Catholic,  but  one  of  those  gentle,  love- 
able women,  who  are  most  apt  to  yield  to 
Catholic  influence.  Unfortunately  for  her 
she  was  not  placed  within  its  reach,  and 
yet  when  about  to  leave  the  world,  some- 
thing whispered  that  the  Convent  walls 
would  interpose  between  Margaret  and 
many  an  evil  if  she  could  place  her  within 
them.  And  so  Kobert  promised  that  it 
should  be  done  ; and  when  the  coffin  had 
hid  for  ever  from  sight  his  wife^s  meek  face, 
and  the  clods  were  resting  heavily  upon  it, 
he  took  his  child  to  the  sisters.  She  was 
very  loath  to  stay  at  first,  but  her  heart 
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was  soon  won.  Dear  old  Nazareth  ! Many 
a time  in  after  years,  when  sorrows  gathered 
thick  around  her,  her  heart  went  back  to 
the  quiet,  happy  place,  and  grew  faint  with 
longing  to  dwell  there  once  more. 

Now  that  her  own  fate  was  settled,  Hor- 
tense  grew  restless  for  an  object  to  gain, 
and  determined  that  Margaret  should  be 
sent  for.  She  had  given  great  promise 
of  beauty,  and  Mrs.  Hamilton  was  sure  she 
would  create  a sensation,  and  make  a splen- 
did marriage ; at  least,  she  resolved  that  all 
her  own  art  should  be  put  in  play  for  that 
purpose.  How  many  airy  castles  she  was 
never  to  inhabit  were  reared  for  the  uncon- 
scious Margaret  ! Her  earnest  entreaties 
to  remain  a year  longer  were  not  to  be  with- 
stood ; and  as  she  was  but  fifteen,  Hortense 
yielded.  It  was  a very  unusual  thing. 
During  the  last  year  of  her  stay  at  Naza- 
reth, Margaret  became  a Catholic ; and  al- 
though the  old  Convent  grew  dearer  after 
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that,  she  obeyed  her  father's  summons 
home.  But  it  was  not  to  the  home  of  her 
childhood  that  she  was  welcomed  ; that, 
with  its  low  quaint  rooms,  and  overshadow- 
ing trees,  had  been  exchanged  for  a more 
costly  dwelling  in  the  fashionable  part  of 
the  city.  For  a while  after  her  arrival  she 
was  kept  in  a perfect  whirl  of  pleasure,  and 
young  and  unsuspicious  as  she  was,  it  could 
scarce  be  that  she  would  not  enjoy  it.  The 
world  was  very  bright  and  beautiful  to  her, 
for  she  saw  it  through  the  soft  atmosphere 
that  surrounded  herself ; looked  upon  it 
only  as  the  reflection  of  heaven,  and  so  she 
moved  in  it,  joyous  apd  untroubled  ; her 
purity  and  simplicity  unsullied  by  its  foul 
breath, — her  heart  unwavering  in  its  alle- 
giance to  truth.  But  by  and  by  a sense  of 
weariness  and  dissatisfaction  began  to  mar 
her  pleasure.  She  did  not  discover  the 
hypocrisy  which  fair  exteriors  veil,  nor  the 
suftering  hidden  under  the  mask  of|  mirth, 
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but  fervent  and  true-bearted  in  ber  catbo- 
licity,  sbe  could  not  but  feel  that  sbe  was 
robbing  God  of  mucb  time  devoted  to  friv- 
olous amusements.  And  then  ber  father 
seldom  accompanied  Mrs.  Hamilton  and 
-herself,  and  sbe  could  not  bear  tbe  idea  of 
leaving  bim  alone  in  tbe  long  winter  even- 
ings. Sbe  was  glad  when  Advent  came, 
that  sbe  might  have  a good  excuse  for  re- 
maining with  him.  Hortense  at  first  re- 
monstrated, and  tried  to  shake  her  resolu- 
tion of  giving  up  parties  for  a month  at 
least,  but  was  quickly  silenced  when  she 
discovered  that  Mr.  Lamar,  who  bad  been 
ber  guest  ever  since  Margaret’s  arrival, 
spent  most  of  bis  time  with  her.  They 
were  very  good  friends  from  tbe  beginning, 
but  Margaret,  in  ber  simplicity,  never 
dreamed  that  she  was  encouraging  a deeper 
feeling.  But  it  was  really  so,  and  Hortense 
was  well  pleased  that  for  once  her  art 
would  not  be  requisite  to  bring  a suitor  to 
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the  point.  All  that  was  necessary  for  her 
to  do  was  to  keep  others  from  interfering 
with  them  ; and  she  felt  quite  sufficient  for 
that  task,  much  as  he  was  sought  after. 
He  was  wealthy,  intellectual,  and  descended 
from  one  of  the  old  families,  who  had  emi- 
grated to  Louisiana  when  the  famous  Mis- 
sissippi scheme  was  filling  France  with  gor- 
geous dreams,  that  were  doomed  to  disap- 
pointment ; and  Mrs.  Hamilton  determined 
that  Margaret  should  accept  him  : whether 
she  loved  him  or  not  was  quite  a secondary 
matter. 

In  all  this  time  Margaret  saw  little 
of  her  brother,  except  at  table,  and  then  it 
was  evident  he  was  not  a favorite  in  the 
family.  There  was  a contstant  warfare  of 
keen,  sarcastic  words,  waged  between  him 
and  Mrs.  Hamilton,  and  his  father  always 
wore  a cloudy,  half-angry,  half-sorrowful  look 
when  he  was  present.  Margaret  in  vain 
tried  to  fathom  the  cause  of  all  this.  It  was 
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from  Frederick  himself  she  first  learnt  it. 
He  followed  her  to  her  room  one  day  after 
dinner,  and  carefully  closing  the  door,  sat 
down  by  the  fire.  I 

Margaret  playfully  pushed  up  a stool  for 
his  feet,  and  offered  to  go  in  search  of  cigars. 

For  you  know,  Fred,  this  is  the  first  time 
you  have  honored  me  with  a visit,  and  1^11 
put  up  with  any  thing,  even  tobacco  smoke, 
to  keep  you.^^  He  did  not  speak,  but  sat 
moodily  gazing  into  the  fire. 

Has  your  lordship  any  special  message 
to  deliver  ? Do  not,  I pray  you,  be  entirely 
overwhelmed  by  the  majesty  of  our  royal 
presence.^' 

He  pushed  the  stool  away,  and  grasping 
her  slender  waist  until  she  almost  cried  aloud 
with  pain,  exclaimed  hoarsely,  Margaret, 
cease  your  child's  play.  I have  come  to  you 
as  my  last  resource.  I am  ruined,  and  you 
must  help  me."  There  was  such  bitter 
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emphasis  in  his  voice^  such  a fierce  light  in 
his  eyes,  that  she  was  frightened. 

Help  you  ! How,  brother  ? ” 

1 How  pale  you  are  ! Sit  down,  I did 
not  mean  to  frighten  you.  I must  have 
five  hundred  dollars  by  night,  and  you  are 
the  only  person  who  can  get  it  for  me. 
'^Will  you  do  it 

How  ? What  for  ? stammered  Mar- 
garet, more  bewildered  still. 

DonH  faint  and  Til  tell  you.  You  shall 

know  the  whole  affair  by  He  uttered 

an  oath  that  made  Margaret  spring  to  her 
feet,  and  cover  her  face  with  her  hands. 

0 brother  ! brother  ! This  is  awful. 
Never  speak  so  again.'^ 

He  laughed  scornfully.  What  a tender- 
hearted little  puss  it  is  ! Why,  I was  a 
whole  hour  storming  at  Hortense  this  morn- 
ing, and  she  only  looked  at  me  with  those 
.great,  passionless  eyes  of  hers,  until  I was 
mad  with  rage.^^  He  gnashed  his  teeth  on 


acquaintances. 


35 


the  very  remembrance  of  it.  I humbled 
myself  to  her^  but  she  would  not  have  pity.’' 
Margaret  was  weeping  bitterly,  and  he  went 
on  in  a quieter  voice  : Last  night  I gam- 
bled away  every  cent  I had  in  the  world  ; 
and  old  Hamilton  (he  never  called  him 
father  now)  has  positively  refused  to  give 
me  any  thing  ; but  you  can  get  whatever 
you  ask,  Maggie." 

0 Frederick  ! brother  ! how  could  you 
do  so  ? " she  asked  with  choking  sobs.  It 
is  an  awful  sin  ; you  will  never  do  it  again, 
will  you  ? Tell  me  it  is  the  first  and  last 
time."  He  was  silent  ; and  then  with  a 
startled  look,  as  a sudden  conviction  that  he 
had  long  been  leading  a gambler’s  life 
flashed  upon  her,  she  seized  his  hands  : 

Promise,  dear  brother,  that  you  will  do 
80  no  more ; promise  !•  ’’ 

What  would  you  have  me  do  ? ’’  he 
asked  pettishly,  I cannot  desert  my  friends, 
I cannot  give  up  my  only  amusement.’’ 
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She  was  quiet  now  from  excessive  emo- 
tion^ and  sat  down  beside  him.  Tell  me, 
Frederick,  how  you  came  to  love  this 
amusement,  as  you  call  it.  It  is  such  a 
perilous  one.^^ 

There  was  no  resisting  the  gentle  tender^ 
ness  of  her  voice  and  manner,  and  after  a 
moment's  pause  he  said  : Yes ! I will  tell 
you,  Margaret.  But  do  not  start,  do  not 
hate  me  for  my  wickedness.  If  Hortense 
had  never  darkened  my  path,  we  might  all 
be  happy  now,  as  we  were  long  ago.  Do 
you  not  see,  Margaret,  that  she  has  brought 
misery  into  the  house,  that  she  it  is  who  has 
cast  a blight  over  all  our  fair  prospects  ? I 
loved  that  woman  once, Margaret,  with  all  my 
soul  I loved  her,  and,  base  hypocrite  that 
she  is,  she  told  me  that  I alone  of  all  the 
world  possessed  her  heart  ; that  was  when 
you  first  went  to  Nazareth,  and  I was  but 
twenty,  young  and  foolish  enough  to  be- 
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lieve  her  artful  protestations.  But  by  and 
by  my  father — curses  on — 

A little  white  hand  was  placed  upon  his 
I lips,  that  the  fearful  words  might  not  coma 
forth,  and  the  soft,  clear  voice  of  his  sister^ 
lulled  the  rising  storm  of  passion. 

^^Well!  well!''  he  continued,  “let  it 
pass.  He  came  to  Hortense  with  his 
wealth,  and  his  high  position,  and  she, 
woman-like,  deserted  me  for  him.  Wealth 
was  placed  within  her  grasp,  and  she  could 
not  wait  until  I made  her  a fortune,  but 
took  the  easiest  way  of  making  sure  of  one." 
He  laughed  bitterly,  while  Margaret,  stifling, 
her  own  emotion,  replied,. 

“ But,  Fred,  this  is  not  what  I asked.. 
How  did  you — " 

“ Become  a. gambler,"  he  said  fiercely,,  as- 
'!  she  hesitated.  “ Don't  mince  your  words, 
Margaret.  Do  you  think  I could  stand 
quietly  by,  and  see  her  marry  another,  and 
that  other,  my  father?  It  would  have 
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driven  me  mad, — I sometimes  believe  I 
am  mad  now, — and  so  I went  about  reck- 
less of  life  and  reputation,  and  fell  in  with 
companions  who  first  led  me  astray.  It  was 
A fascinating  excitement  from  the  very  be- 
ginning, and  ^rove  away  the  thought  of 
Hortense’s  perfidy  ; and  now  it  has  grown 
a necessity  with  me.  I cannot  choose,  but 
indulge  my  passion  for  play.” 

“Oh  yes,  you  can,  brother,”  she  said, 
quietly.  “ Leave  all  these  bad  associates. 
Stay  with  papa  and  me.  Ah,  if  Hortense 
is  what  you  say  she  is,  he  is  surely  to  be 
pitied,  and  we  should  at  least  be  a comfort 
to  him.  Why  should  you  do  wrong,  dear 
brother,  because  she  has  wronged  you  ? 
Leave  judgment  to  the  God  of  heaven  ; let 
her  enjoy,  if  she  can,  the  wealth  she  has  so 
ignobly  bought,  and  you  and  I,  Fred,  can 
be  so  happy  together.  Promise  me  that 
you  will  gamble  no  more  ! ” 

“ I cannot,  Margaret.  I could  not  remain 
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long  beneath  the  roof  that  shelters  her. 
She  would  set  me  wild  with  her  cold,  prim 
looks^  and  cutting  words.  You  do  not 
know  Hortense  Hamilton.  She  is  a very 
demon  in  woman's  form." 

You  are  pleased  to  be  complimentary, 
sir/'  said  a calm,  clear  voice,  behind  them. 
Neither  had  seen  Mrs.  Hamilton  enter. 

I had  thought  you  capable  of  such 
meanness  as  to  disturb  this  child  with  your 
passion,  I should  have  prevented  the  possi- 
bility of  your  doing  so." 

His  face  grew  livid  with  rage.  She  is 
my  sister,  and  I will  come  to  her  when  I 
choose.  Who  are  you,  that  you  should  make 
terms  in  this  house  ? An  upstart,  who 
married  for  money  ; a base — " Again 
Margaret's  hand  was  on  his  lips,  and  her 
voice,  soft  and  caressing,  drowned  his,  harsh 
and  angry  as  it  was.  Hortense,  please 
leave  us  ; I w^ant  to  speak  to  my  brother." 

^^No,  I shall  stay  until  the  gentleman 
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leaves.  I do  not  wish  him  to  unmask  him-  iij 
self  completely  to  you ; it  would  alarm  , 
you.”  1 

Unmask  you^  Hortense,  you  mean/^  \ 

he  replied,  with  his  usual  quiet  sarcasm  of 
manner.  Well ! be  it  so.  Margaret,  will 
you  do  what  I have  asked  ? 

cannot,  unless  you  promise  that  it  ‘| 
will  be  the  last  time.  Brother,  you  do  ; 
not  know  what  you  are  doing.  Have  you 
no  regard  for  your  own  soul  ? Oh,  say  that  j| 
you  will  never  commit  this  sin  again  i; 

I don^t  know  that  my  soul  is  of  much  | 
consequence,""  he  said,  roughly ; but  if  I 
you  will  get  the  money  I want,  I will  pro-  i;| 
mise  any  thing  and  every  thing."" 

^^Even  to  desert  your  bad  companions, 
and  give  up  gambling  ? "" 

Yes,  yes  ! any  thing,""  he  said. 

A sudden  light  flashed  over  her  face, 
and  the  tears  that  had  been  startled  back 
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to  their  source  dimmed  her  eyes,  as  she 
turned  to  go  to  her  father. 

Frederick,  there  is  little  use  in  quarrel- 
vling  with  me,^"  said  Mrs.  Hamilton,  when 
she  was  gone.  You  know  very  well — al- 
though you  may  sneer  at  the  idea — you 
know  that  I am  mistress  here ; that  I 
could  this  very  moment  prevent  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton from  giving  Margaret  the  money  you 
want.  It  would  be  better  for  you  to  court 
my  friend  ship.^^ 

Would  it  he  asked.  Pardon  me, 
Mrs.  Hamilton  ; I was  so  unsuccessful  when 
I last  paid  my  court  to  you,  that  I am 
afraid  to  try  again.^^ 

Do  not  be  for  ever  harping  on  the  past,^^ 
she  continued,  heedless  of  his  ironical  inter- 
ruption. It  can  do  no  good.  I bear  you 
no  ill-will,  and  if  you  will  trust  me  I can 
help  you.^^ 

He  paused  a moment,  and  then  asked 
how.  I believe  you  have  no  objection  to 
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wealtb/^  she  said^  with  a cold  smile  ; and 
I believe  I can  help  you  to  a fortune,  but 
you  must  take  a wife  with  it.  You  know 
my  cousin,  Alice  Dalton,  has  been  left 
quite  a handsome  fortune.  She  will  be  of 
age  next  spring ; and  if  you  only  set  to 
work  in  earnest,  you  can  gain  her  affec- 
tions. She's  a foolish  little  thing,  and 
vows  she  will  only  marry  for  love  ; and  then 
her  purse  will  be  at  your  service." 

You  think  we  can  manage  it  ? " he  ex- 
claimed. Hortense  ! you  are  the  clever- 
est woman  in  Cincinnati.  Well ! here  is 
my  hand.  I think  we  must  be  friends  now, 
as  we  are  both  sworn  to  play  the  same  part. 
Dm  not  going  to  fall  in  love  with  her,  if  I 
do  act  the  lover." 

Very  well ! do  that,  and  I will  manage 
the  rest." 

How  much  to  her  own  and  Frederick's 
satisfaction  she  did  manage  it,  poor  Alice 
Dalton  found  to  her  cost.  Hortense  was 
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gone  when  Harare t returned^  and  silently 
placed  a check  in  her  brother's  hand. 

What  did  the  old  miser  say  ? You  did 
not  tell  him  it  was  for  me  ? ” 

Certainly  I did/'  she  answered^  with  a 
look  of  amazement.  I would  not  dream 
of  asking  so  much  for  myself.  He  gave  it 
willingly  when  I told  him  you  would  never 
have  occasion  to  ask  for  more." 

Margaret  Hamilton  ! What  a piece  of 
simplicity  you  are  ! Hortense  will  have  to 
drill  you  well  before  she  teaches  you  to  dis- 
trust people."  It  was  all  the  thanks  she  got. 
He  went  away  with  a harsh,  grating  laugh, 
while  she  sat  down  to  think  of  all  she  had 
heard. 


III. 

new-year's  eve. 

Margaret's  spirits  were  a little  subdued 
after  her  brother's  revelation^  but  they  soon 
rose  again.  She  was  too  unsuspicious  to 
think  he  was  deceiving  her ; and  after  a 
hearty  burst  of  sorrow  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar — for  to  the  true  friend  ever  there  she 
carried  every  pain  and  pleasure — the  happy 
feeling,  so  habitual  to  her,  returned.  She 
was  a very  child  basking  in  the  sunshine, 
and  only  wondering  that  it  should  be  so 
bright.  She  lived  in  a kind  of  joyful 
amazement  at  her  own  happiness,  at  God's 
infinite  mercy  and  goodness  in  having  made 
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I her  a Catholic  ; and  it  was  this  that  gave 
' her  character  such  an  incomprehensible 
I cast  to  those  around  her.  How  could 

I Hortense  understand  it^  or  even  her  father,^ 

j good  and  gentle  as  he  was^  or  Fred^  with 
* his  recklessness  ? This  was  the  only  thought 
■■  that  troubled  her  in  the  leasts  the  certainty 
that  they  did  not  know  now,  and  the  possi- 
bility that  they  might  never  know,  the 
truth.  But  with  the  perfect  trust  of  Love 
j she  left  it  in  the  hands  of  Grod,  only  doing 
her  utmost  toward  the  attainment  of  her 
,i  wishes  by  the  sweet  persuasion  of  example, 
and  the  most  earnest  prayers.  Sometimes 
she  feared  that  Frederick  was  pursuing  his 
i|  old  course,  but  that  fear  was  too  vague  to 
' disturb  her  serenity  much, 
j It  was  the  last  night  of  the  year ; and 
j worn  out  with  a month's  unceasing  dissipa- 

I tion,  Hortense  signified  her  intention  of  re- 

\ maining  home.  The  curtains  were  closed, 
j 

5 the  fire  blazing  cheerily,  and  for  the  first 
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time  this  winter^  Mr.  Hamilton  and  his 
family  were  gathered  together  around  the 
hearth.  Alice  Dalton,  too,  was  there,  and 
Fred  assumed  an  air  of  devotion  he  was  far 
from  feeling.  Hortense  smiled  contemp- 
tuously as  she  lay  amid  ‘the  pillows  of  the 
lounge,  for  she  saw  through  the  mask  he 
was  wearing.  She  knew  very  well  that  he 
was  about  to  do  that  which  he  had  so  bit- 
terly condemned  in  her — marry  for  money ; 
that  affection  for  the  pale,  delicate-looking 
girl,  who  listened  with  such  earnestness  to 
his  whispered  words,  had  little  to  do  with 
it.  Margaret  was  industriously  embroider- 
ing a stole  she  intended  presenting  to  the 
bishop,  while  Mr.  Lamar  watched  her  fingers 
as  they  rapidly  drew  in  and  out  the  brilliant 
silks.  She  was  very  quiet  that  evening, 
for  she  was  going  to  communion  in  the 
morning,  and  her  own  thoughts  were  plea- 
sant companions.  Etienne  guessed  as  much 
from  her  smiling  down  look,  and  contented 
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himself  with  studying  the  bright  face  that 
was  daily  growing  dearer  to  him. 

^^Yoii  are  all  very  entertaining,  I am 
sure/^  said  Hortense  from  her  lounge. 

What  are  you  dreaming  of,  Margue- 
rite?^^ 

^^Not  dreaming  at  all,  but  thinking  of 
something  deliciously  real.'" 

Indeed ! And  what  may  that  be  ? 
Etienne,  ask  her  ; she  is  more  in  the  habit 
of  obeying  you  than  me." 

I don't  think  I shall  obey  either  just 
now.  Papa,  what  are  you  reading  that 
makes  you  look  so  sober  ? " He  was  too  ab- 
stracted to  hear  her,  and  presently  got  up 
with  a weary  look,  and  went  out.  Margaret 
glanced  at  the  book  he  had  been  bending 
over,  and,  to  her  surprise,  found  that  it  was 
a ledger,  filled  with  long  lines  of  figures. 
There  was  another  long  silence  ; Margaret 
busily  sewing,  and  Alice  sorting  her  silks, 
that  she  might  work  the  faster. 
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Where  do  you  suppose  we  will  all  be 
by  this  time  next  year  ? " asked  Frederick, 
abruptly  rising  and  going  over  to  Hortense. 

Are  you  asking  me  ? " said  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton. think  ril  be  exactly  where  I am 
now, — that  is,  if  I am  just  as  tired  as  now. 
Alice  will  be  married,  and  Marguerite  ! — 
really,  my  dear,  I have  not  an  idea  what 
is  to  become  of  you  and  Mr.  Lamar." 

Have  not  you  ? That  is  very  wonder- 
ful," said  Margaret,  with  a laugh,  ^^consid- 
ering you  are  such  a seer." 

I can  tell  where  I would  like  to  be," 
said  Etienne,  glancing  at  Margaret,  and 
then  to  Hortense.  Margaret  was  serious 
again : I don't  know,"  she  said,  as  if 

talking  to  herself,  but  I think  every  one 
must  feel  a little  sad  at  these  times  : don't 
you,  Mr.  Lamar  ? " 

Why  do  you  ask  Etienne  alone  ? " said 
Fred,  with  his  sneering  laugh.  I suppose 
you  think  Hortense  and  I have  caught 


new-yeak's  eve. 


49 


stony-heartedness  from  each  other.,  I be- 
lieve we  are  a little  flinty,  are  we  not,  Hor- 
tense  ? '' 

Ask  Alice  what  she  thinks  of  you.  It 
makes  no  difierence  what  I am.^^ 

Miss  Dalton's  pale  cheeks  flushed  for  a 
moment,  as  she  answered  in  a quick,  low 
tone,  ^^Oh,  do  not  ask  my  opinion,— you 
might  think  it  presumptuous."  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton glanced  at  Frederick,  but  her  cold, 
keen  look,  was  returned  with  interest. 

If  all  my  New-year's  Eves  were  spent 
as  pleasantly  as  this,"  said  Mr.  Lamar,  I 
should  think  myself  very  happy.''^ 

Would  you  ? " answered  Margaret. 
Yes,  it  is  pleasant.  But  then  I think  we 
all  have  something  to  regret  in  the  past. 
There  are  always  some  misdeeds  to  mar  the 
perfection  we  meant  the  year  to  bring  forth. 
Always  some  evil  done  that  lays  like  a dark 
stain  on  the  fair  fabric  we  intended  to  be  so 
spotless  ; some  unaccomplished  good  that 
4 
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breaks  the  warp,  and  leaves  an  unfilled 
space.  Do  you  not  feel  that  ? 

^^Yes,  but  not  in  the  way  you  do/'  he 
answered.  Disgust  for  the  self-deception 
almost  all  people  practise,  for  the  ungener- 
ous weakness  that  shrinks  from  the  accom- 
plishment of  resolutions  made  in  some 
moment  of  enthusiasm,  has  quite  as  great 
a share  as  sorrow  in  my  feelings." 

But  that  is  pride,"  she  said,  with  a 
quick  decision  of  manner  that  was  natural 
to  her  when  talking  of  any  thing  upon 
which  her  own  opinions  were  perfectly  set- 
tled. ^^You  know  we  ought  never  to  be 
astonished  at  any  amount  of  weakness  in 
ourselves,  but  rather  wonder  that  we  do  no 
worse." 

Are  you  going  to  open  a new  school  of 
Theology,  Madge  ? " asked  her  brother.  I 
have  some  idea  of  studying,  and  might  gain 
a degree  under  your  learned  tutorship." 

Mr.  Lamar's  grave  voice  was  musical 
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after  that  hard^  mocking  one  : That  must 
be  a very  hard  lesson  to  learn.  I am  afraid, 
Miss  Hamilton,  you  will  not  find  many  to 
r agree  with  you  on  that  point." 

You  are  mistaken.  All  Catholics  agree 
with  me,  or  rather,"  she  added,  with  a blush, 
at  her  apparent  presumption,  I agree 
with  all  Catholics.  If  the  church  did  not 
teach  it,  perhaps  it  would  be  a hard  lesson 
to  learn  ; but  our  good  Mother  makes  it 
easy  enough." 

How  ? " he  asked,  with  no  little  in- 
terest. 

How  ! " she  repeated,  the  flush  rising 
in  her  cheeks,  and  her  fingers  ceasing  their 
quick  play.  By  showing  us  what  we  really 
are  when  guided  by  our  own  evil  natures, 
as  all  must  be  who  are  deserted  by  grace." 

But  it  is  said  that  self-confidence  is  a 
mark  of  true  greatness,"  said  Etienne,  gen- 
tly ; . that  the  timid  and  distrustful  are 
ever  unsuccessful." 
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Yes,  in  worldly  aifairs/'  she  said,  with 
a slight  tremor  in  her  voice  ; in  buying 
and  selling,  and  hoarding  up  wealth.  But 
the  greatness  which  self-reliance  alone  makes 
is  not  true  greatness.  On  the  contrary, 
that  pride  which  boasts  of  its  own  sufficiency 
is  just  what  will  soonest  unthrone  the  intel- 
lect, and  corrupt  the  heart.  Show  me, 
among  all  who  have  lived,  a nobler  being 
than  St.  Peter ; and  yet,  in  a moment  of 
proud  self-reliance,  he  fell.  ^ Though  all 
should  desert  thee,  I never  will  forsake 
thee,^  were  his  words  to  his  Lord  ; and  one 
little  hour  later  he  swore  that  he  knew  not 
the  man.  And  look  at  the  countless  host 
of  apostates  of  all  ages  and  climes, — men 
drinking  in,  as  from  a full  fountain,  the 
knowledge  and  beauty,  and  truth  of  Catho- 
licity,— deserting  their  God,  forgetting  all 
his  tears  and  his  sufferings,  laughing  to 
scorn  the  undying  love  that  keeps  Him  still 
upon  earth  while  reigning  in  heaven ; 
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trampling  upon  the  very  blood  that  crim- 
soned Calvary's  summit,  when  they  loosen 
their  diold  upon  the  hand  that  can  never 
lead  astray, — turn  from  the  heart  that  can 
never  deceive,  to  lean  upon  their  own  weak 
will  and  paltry  strength.  Oh,  we  may  well 
distrust  ourselves,  when  we  know  these 
things  ; we  may  well  wonder  at  the  Good- 
ness which,  almost  in  spite  of  us,  so  sustains 
us  that  we  do  not  fall  with  them." 

She  had  risen  up  in  her  excitement,  and 
stood  now  with  the  full  light  streaming  on 
her,  and  the  rich  materials  of  her  work 
scattered  at  her  feet.  Pale,  quiet  Alice 
Dalton  sat  with  clasped  hands  gazing  at 
Margaret,  as  if  she  was  some  bright  vision 
of  another  world,  and  Etienne  silently  gath- 
ered up  her  silks,  and  placed  them  in  her 
hand. 

Well,"  said  Frederick,  that's  a pretty 
long  speech,  and  a pretty  sober  one,  too,  for 
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you^  Madge.  What  do  you  think  of  her  for 
a poetess^  Hortense  ? ” 

For  a moment  Margaret  was  embarrassed 
by  her  own  warmth,  and  said,  with  a smile, 
I did  not  intend  to  say  so  much,  but  you 
know  it  is  all  true.  My  stole  is  finished,  and 
I will  say  good  night.  I wish  you  all  a 
very,  very  happy  New  Year.  Come,  Alice, 
let  us  go  upstairs.”  Etienne  opened  the 
door  for  them,  and  as  Margaret  passed  out, 
held  her  offered  hand  for  a moment  in  both 
of  his.  Some  words  seemed  trembling  on 
his  lips,  but  he  released  her  without  speak- 
ing them. 

An  hour  later,  w^hile  Margaret  was  pac- 
ing to  and  fro,  saying  her  rosary,  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton sent  for  her. 

Hortense  was  sitting  at  her  toilette, 
brushing  her  long,  black  hair, — a half  hour’s 
labor, — but  it  was  finished  at  last ; the  deli- 
cate lace  fell  gracefully  over  the  knot  be- 
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hind^  and  loops  of  pale,  blue  ribbon,  confined 
the  bandeaux  in  front. 

^^Well,  Hortense,”  said  Margaret, 
have  been  patience  personified,  waiting  to 
know  what  I was  sent  for,  I can’t  see  the 
I use  of  such  elaborate  night  toilettes  as  you 
■[  make.  I would  be  dreadfully  tired  if  I 
I"  took  all  that  trouble  with  my  hair.  See 
; how  quickly  I manage  it.”  She  loosened 
the  long,  bright  coils,  and  gathering  them 
!|  all  together,  fastened  them  back  with  her 
li  comb. 

I Such  careless  arrangements  may  do  for 

people  of  your  style,  but  they  would  be  un- 
becoming to  me.” 

Her  tone  reminded  Margaret  unplea- 
santly of  a speech  she  had  heard  her  make 
when  she  was  a child.  Hortense,  then  in 
j her  first,  or  second  season,  and  very  much 

i admired,  was  taken  ill ; and  her  first  request 

I was,  that  if  she  died,  and  did  not  look  well 
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in  her  coffin,  that  it  might  be  closed.  0 
vanity  of  vanities." 

Margaret,"  said  Hortense,  I have  sent 
for  you  to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  mak- 
ing me  your  confidant.  You  will  have  to 
do  so  in  the  end,  and  why  not  now  ? " 

Confidant  of  what  ? " exclaimed  Mar- 
garet, with  a look  of  surprise.'^  I have  no 
secrets  to  tell." 

Have  you  not  consented  to  be  Madame 
Etienne  Lamar  ? " She  laughed  merrily. 

No ; I have  i^ot  even  thought  of  it.  It 
will  be  time  enough  when  I am  asked." 

Hortense  wheeled  suddenly  around,  and 
fixed  her  keen  eyes  upon  Margaret's  face  ; 
but  it  was  perfectly  guileless  in  its  expres- 
sion, although  the  color  was  mounting  to 
the  very  brow.  ^^Then  Etienne  has  not 
proposed  ! Marguerite,  if  you  had  half  wit, 
you  would  see  that  he-  is  going  to  do  it." 

She  was  silent  a moment,  and  then  an- 
swered gravely : I am  very  sorry  if  he 
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has  any  such  intentions.  Hortense,  do  not 
let  him  do  it.  You  must  prevent  him." 

Indeed^  I will  do  no  such  thing ! Mar- 
guerite, you  really  do  not  intend  to  refuse 
him?" 

I must,  Hortense ; I cannot  do  other- 
wise." 

And  why  not,  pray  ? " she  asked,  in  no 
amiable  tone.  Setting  aside  his  wealth 
and  high  position,  he  is  handsome  and  in- 
tellectual enough  to  captivate  a romantic 
fancy,  such  as  you  have.  Even  if  you  don't 
care  for  him,  you  should  not  let  such  a good 
offer  escape."  She  shook  her  head.  It  is 
not  that ; but  I could  not  accept  him,  even 
jj  if  i suffered  myself  to  fall  in  love  with  him, 
!!  as  you  call  it." 

||  Marguerite,  you  are  certainly  the  most 

1 incomprehensible  girl  I ever  knew.  What 
I possible  necessity  can  there  be  for  keeping 
j that  rebellious  organ  in  subjection,  if  it  is 
I disposed  to  place  itself  in  Etienne's  charge." 
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Because/'  Margaret  said  slowly,  and 
without  heeding  her  disagreeable  manner, 
he  is  not  of  my  faith  ; and  I cannot  dis- 
obey the  church.  I cannot  place  my  own 
soul  in  jeopardy." 

Hortense  knew  that  it  would  be  impossi- 
ble to  move  her  while  she  maintained  that 
position.  Impulsive,  and  yielding  to  affec- 
tion in  other  things,  there  was  in  matters 
touching  her  religion  too  high  a principle 
guiding  her  to  be  easily  moved.  But  she 
was  unwilling,  now  that  the  subject  was 
broached,  to  leave  it  until  she  was  sure 
Margaret  would  do  as  she  wished. 

^•Marguerite,"  she  said  presently,  with 
great  apparent  sincerity,  you  know  it  is 
no  interest  of  mine  whether  you  ever  marry 
or  not  ; it  is  only  for  your  own  sake  that  I 
wish  this  match.  You  will  not  easily  make 
so  fine  a one  ; and,  besides,  you  have  en- 
couraged Etienne  to  such  a degree  that  he 
has  almost  a right  to  demand  you." 
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Encouraged  ! " she  repeated^  in  un- 
bounded astonishment.  Never,  intention- 
ally. Indeed,  Hortense,  I could  not  do 
that." 

I declare  your  simplicity  is  unbearable," 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Hamilton,  throwing  off  her 
assumed  manner.  ^^What  else  can  it  be 
called  but  encouragement  ? You  have  talked 
to  him  when  no  one  else  could  draw  more 
than  monosyllables  from  you.  You  have 
received  his  attentions  in  the  most  public 
manner,  and  with  pleasure  too,  or  your 
sparkling  looks  belied  you.  What  on  earth 
has  religion  to  do  in  the  matter  ? " ^ 

It  is  just  because  it  will  have  so  little 
that  I most  object.  0 Hortense  ! do  not 
speak  of  it.  I am  really  sorry  that  I have 
unconsciously  given  Mr.  Lamar  any  cause 
to  think  of  me  as  his  wife,  and  I shall  take 
care  not  to  do  so  again.  He  will  forget  this 
fancy  soon."  " 

She  would  listen  to  nothing  more,  but 
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went  to  lier  room,  a little  saddened  by  the 
part  she  had  been  so  unwittingly  playing. 
That  passed  soon  in  thoughts  of  the  coming 
•morning's  happiness. 


IV. 


A pkofligate's  promi^. 

The  winter  was  passing  slowly  away,  and 
Etienne  still  lingered  in  Cincinnati.  Mar- 
garet regretted  very  much  that  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton had  spoken  to  her  of  his  iancy — she 
could  not  help  thinking  it  but  that — for 
herself.  She  never  met  him  now  that  she 
did  not  think  of  it ; and  the  fear  of  giving 
encouragement  made  her  very  reserved,  and 
quite  changed  her  happy,  graceful  bearing 
toward  him.  There  was  no  more  harmless 
jesting  between  them ; and  the  long,  plea- 
sant morning  readings,  which  had  been  such 
sources  of  enjoyment  and  mental  improve- 


6 


62 


A profligate's  promise. 


merit,  were  quite  neglected.  Yes,  she  was 
very  sorry ; the  more  so,  because  she  could 
see  so  little  reason  for  the  change,  so  little 
cause  for  the  constant  watchfulness  she 
almost  felt  bound  to  keep  upon  her  words 
and  actions.  Etienne  still  spent  his  morn- 
ings in  the  library  reading,  and  his  evenings 
with  her,  but  apparently  without  noticing 
her  increasing  reserve.  Only  once,  when 
she  entered  the  library,  singing  softly  to 
herself,  as  she  was  in  the  habit  of  doing, 
and  retreated  with  a deep  blush  when  she 
saw  him  seated  at  the  table,  he  said,  half  in 
jest,  half  in  earnest,  Have  I been  doing 
any  thing  of  late  to  frighten  you  ? I do 
not  like  my  little  friend  to  shun  me  in  this 
way.^' 

Margaret  was  sure  that  something  of 
deeper  import  than  Hortense  believed  was 
engrossing  his  thoughts,  and  yet  she  could 
not  be  the  gay,  unsuspicious  Margaret  of  a 
month  before.  She  was  beginning  to  see 
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the  miserable  cheatery  of  the  world  that 
had  at  first  looked  so  fair  and  beautiful ; 
beginning  to  get  glimpses  of  the  dark 
depths  in  human  hearts  that  were  never  lit 
by  generous  feelings,  or  lofty  imj^ulses  ; 
growing  a little  less  credulous  in  worldly 
matters,  and  fixing  her  heart  more  firmly 
than  ever  upon  purer  and  holier  things.  It 
was  well  for  her  that  she  did  this;  well 
that  she  found  shelter  for  . her  frail  boat, 
while  the  deep  calm  was  on  life's  sea,  so 
that  the  tempest  which  rose  did  not  sweep 
it  out,  to  be  swallowed  in  the  angry  waves. 

Long  before  the  huntsman  was  stirring, 
she  was  in  the  dim,  morning  light  making 
her  way  to  mass ; and  almost  every  day  she 
stole  out,  when  Hortense  was  sleeping  after 
dinner,  and  her  father  had  gone  to  his  busi- 
ness, to  visit  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  No 
place  possessed  the  attraction  of  the  little 
old  cathedral,  with  its  low  galleries,  and 
pointed  windows.  And  there  was  some- 
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thing  very  homelike  in  the  dark,  narrow 
passages,  and  small  rooms  of  the  bishop's 
house.  In  the  afternoons,  when  the  front 
gates  were  locked,  she  went  in  through  the 
yard,  and  under  the  little  Gothic  porch, 
passed  the  winding  stairway,  and  through 
the  sacristy,  into  the  body  of  the  church, 
stopping  sometimes  at  the  bishop's  door  to 
speak  to  him,  and  hear  his  fervent  God 
bless  you,  my  child."  It  was  worth  a great 
deal  to  hear  but  that,  for  the  tone  in  which 
it  was  spoken  was  always  so  earnest,  she  was 
sure  it  brought  down  the  blessing  it  in- 
voked. Ah  ! if  I ever  need  a true  earthly 
friend  I should  know  where  to  come,"  was 
always  Margaret's  thought  after  seeing  him. 

One  evening  she  knelt  in  the  church 
longer  than  usual ; it  almost  seemed  to  her 
that  some  sorrow  was  coming  upon  her, 
and  she  was  enjoying  happiness  while  she 
could.  Those  who  came  and  went  glanced 
at  the  motionless  girl,  whose  uplifted  face 
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was  tender  and  beautiful  enough  for  a 

> sculptor's  model  of  devotion,  and  wondered 

I who  she  was,  for  she  had  few  Catholic 

j friends.  It  was  nearly  dark  when  she  came 

I into  the  street,  and  hurried  homeward,  her 

I . . . 

: heart  again  full  of  the  intense  happiness 

■which  had  of  late  been  a little  disturbed. 
Like  a child  gazing  in  sorrowful  astonish- 
ment at  the  glittering  bubble  bursting  in 
its  hand,  she  had  wondered  that  the  fair 
I outward  seeming  of  social  life  should  be  so 
I hollow  as  she  was  daily  discovering  it  to  be; 

! but  this  night  her  only  wonder  was  that 
she  had  ever  put  faith  in  it.  And  she 
quietly  resolved  to  think  no  more  of  it,  but 
go  on  her  way,  doing  what  good  she  could, 
— lightening,  as  far  as  possible,  the  care 
that  seemed  weighing  her  father  down, 
making  amends  by  her  own  trust  and  aftec- 
tion  for  Hortense's  utter  want  of  both ; 
striving  to  save  Frederick  by  the  gentlest 
persuasion,  and  most  earnest  prayer ; and 
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then  sufiering  Etienne  to  think  and  do  as  I 
he  would,  only  hoping,  for  his  own  sake,  j 
that  he  might  one  day  be  a Catholic.  ! 

He  came  in  just  as  she  reached  home,  " 
and  stood  in  the  hall,  taking  off  her  wrap- 
pings. Where  have  you  been  so  long  ? ; 

he  asked.  I thought  you  were  lost.^'  ^ 

No  danger  of  that,'"  she  answered,  | 
with  one  of  her  bright  smiles.  Is  papa  at 
home  ? Yes,  I see  his  shadow  on  the  wall.  :i 
Hortense  is  going  to  Mrs.  Stanley's,  and  I |l 
mean  to  have  a nice  time  with  papa."  i!; 

I thought  you  would  go  too.  I have  | 

just  brought  a lovely  bouquet  for  you.  Mrs.  [j 
Hamilton  ordered  it,"  he  added,  as  he  took 
her  in  to  show  it  to  her,  and  perceived  that  I- 
she  was  hesitating  about  accepting  it.  | 

It  is  very  beautiful,"  she  said,  bending  ji 
down  to  inhale  the  fragrance  of  tube-rose  | 
and  jessamine.  I shall  enjoy  it  more  at 
home  than  in  a crowded  room.  Hortense 
knows  I cannot  go  ; it  is  Lent." 
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Let  me  stay  with  you  then/'  he  said, 
with  no  displeased  expression  in  his  fine 
eyes ; I will  read  aloud." 

She  did  not  answer  until  she  had  kissed 
her  father,  and  seated  herself  beside  him. 
You  promised  to  go,  Mr.  Lamar,  did  you 
not.?" 

“Yes,"  he  said,  carelessly;  “but  that  ' 
makes  no  difference.  I can  say  with  truth 
that  I changed  my  mind.  Why  are  you 
looking  so  serious .?  " 

The  fire  light  was  shining  on  her  face, 
and  he  was  struck  with  its  gravity.  “ I am 
only  thinking  how  much  better  it  would  be 
never  to  break  a promise,"  she  said,  with 
her  childish  sincerity. 

He  looked  a little  disconcerted,  but  rose 
immediately.  “ Well,  I will  dress,  and  go 
early.  You  will  not  insist  upon  my  staying 
all  night,  as  is  the  fashion  now,  will  you  ? " 

“ Oh  no,"  she  laughed  ; “ come  back  as 
soon  as  you  please." 
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Neither  he  nor  Hortense  made  their  ap- 
pearance at  the  tea-table,  so  Mr.  Hamilton 
and  Margaret  had  it  alone.  She  made  tea, 
and  helped  her  father,  laughing  and  chat- 
ting gayly ; but  he  was  abstracted ; and 
when  they  had  finished,  and  were  again 
seated  in  the  parlor,  and  she  had  begun  to 
read  aloud,  he  sighed  so  heavily,  that  she 
closed  her  book,  asking,  Papa,  what  is  the 
matter  Do  not  you  like  Coleridge  to- 
night It  was  the  Wallenstein  she  was 
reading. 

No,  darling,'"  he  said,  wearily;  I do 
not  think  there  is  any  thing  that  will  please 
me  half  so  well  as  looking  into  your  face. 
What  makes  it  so  bright  ? Not  color,  for 
you  have  none  now, 

* 0 rare  pale  Margaret, 

0 fair  pale  Margaret.’  ” 

She  folded^  her  hands  together,  as  she  al- 
ways did  when  thinking,  and  was  silent  for 
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a moment.  ^^Papa,  I wish  you  were  a 
Catholic  ! " she  said^  suddenly.  He  could 
not  repress  a smile  at  her  earnestness,  but 
sighed  afterwards. 

am  afraid,  dear,  that  would  not 
lighten  my  face,  nor  my  heart  either." 

Oh  yes,  it  would,  papa  ! Tell  me  what 
darkens  both.  I can  see  one  is  doubt,"  she 
added,  half  playfully,  caressing  his  cheek. 

Tell  me,  papa." 

No,  Margaret.  I would  not  implant  a 
single  feeling  of  distrust  in  your  confiding, 
unsuspicious  heart ; I would  not  sadden  you 
by  telling  how  vain  and  selfish  those  we 
most  love  are.  But  I will  ask  you,  my 
child,  to  be  still  my  hope,  my  comfort,  my 
all,  in  whatever  evil  betide  me." 

The  tears  were  in  her  eyes,  and  she  dared 
not  trust  her  voice  to  speak. 

He  went  on  : And  Frederick,  besides 
disgracing  us  all,  is  ruining  me.  I cannot 
bear  it  long ; I shall  go  down  with  a crash." 
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He  spoke  with  startling  energy.  It  will 
be  a terrible  blow  for  Hortense.  0 Hor- 
tense  ! Hortense  ! he  repeated  so  bitterly, 
that  Margaret  saw  he  felt  his  wife's  utter 
heartlessness  more  than  any  thing  else. 

She  might  have  saved  me  all  this  sorrow, 
and  now  that  it  is  coming  fast  upon  me, 
she  leaves  me  alone  to  meet  it.  She  can 
lavish  thousands  upon  dress  and  vanities, 
and  spend  night  after  night  at  fashionable 
revels,  without  a thought  for  my  happiness. 
Margaret,  I believe  now  she  never  cared  for 
me;  she  only  married  my  purse.  Well! 
she  can  have  that  as  long  as  it  lasts ; it  will 
soon  be  empty.''  ^ 

0 papa  ! do  not  talk  so.  You  are  only 
low-spirited  to-night.  Your  fears  will  all 
be  gone  by  to-morrow." 

No,"  he  said,  despondingly ; I am 
fearfully  embarrassed.  1 see  no  hope  of 
^meeting  my  responsibilities."  Is  that  Hor- 
tense ? " he  asked  again  in  that  bitterly  re- 


A profligate's  promise. 


71 


i 


proachful  voice,  as  she  passed  through  the 
hall,  to  enter  the  carriage.  Mr.  Lamar  put 
his  head  in  the  door  to  say  good  night, 

* and  then  followed  her.  They  were  alone 
! again  ; the  parent  and  child  each  wrapped 
\i  in  their  own  thoughts.  Mr.  Hamilton, 
stung  by  his  wife's  selfish  worldliness,  re- 
solving to  leave  her  in  ignorance  until  the 
sudden  loss  of  wealth  would  either  crush,  or 
change  her ; and  Margaret  sadly  going 
back  to  the  past,  and  wishing.  Oh  so  heart- 
: ily  ! that  it  was  in  her  power  to  make  Hor- 

; tense  what  her  own  dear  mother  had  been. 

■ It  seemed  a hopeless  task.  And  Frederick, 
too ! he  had  deceived  her.  He  was  none 
the  better  for  her  entreaties  and  prayers. 

' ^^Good  night,"  said  her  father,  after  a 
long  silence.  ^^God  bless  you,  dear.  Do 
not  let  these  sad  things  rest  upon  your 
mind.  I am  sorry  I spoke  of  them,  but  it 
seems  to  me  you  have  a way  of  dispelling 
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all  shadows  from  your  spirit.  Some  day  ' 
you  must  teach  me  how.^^  i 

Shall  I,  papa  ? ’’  she  exclaimed^  clasp-  . 
ing  her  hands  in  eager  delight.  Oh,  if  I j 
may  do  that,  no  sorrow  or  suffering  will  he 
worth  talking  of.  Let  me  begin  now ; let 
me  tell  you  how  faith  lights  up  the  darkest 
cavern  of  human  woe ; with  what  firm  steps  ; 
she  leads  us  over  the  roughest  paths  of  life,  ,1 

pointing  ever  to  the  Divine  Master,  who  ' 

walks  before  us  with  the  cross  upon  his  i 

shoulders,  and  the  thorny  crown  on  his  brow ; j I 

how  she  bids  us  look  into  the  August  heart,  | 
laid  bare  to  our  view,  and  see  how  its  every 
throb,  from  the  first  in  Bethlehem  to  the  ij 
last  on  Calvary,  was  agonizing  in  its  intense 
love,  its  unflinching  constancy,  and  then  1! 
ask  ourselves  if  the  momentary  pangs  we  feel  f. 
are  written  or  thought.  0 papa  ! papa  ! 

I can’t  talk  to  you.’’  Her  arms  were 
around  his  neck,  and  her  cheek  wet  with 
tears  pressed  close  to  his.  ^^Do  not  you  ! 
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know,  papa/'  she  whispered  presently  very 
softly,  that  Catholic  Faith,  and  Hope  and 
Charity, — not  the  cold  affairs  Protestants 
give  those  names,  but  the  living,  burning 
virtues  imparted  by  the  Holy  Ghost, — alone 
can  make  life  light,  and  purchase  an  unut- 
terably bright  eternity  ? " 

He  did  not  answer,  but  in  a little  while 
unwound  her  arms,  and  kissing  her  fore- 
head, repeated,  God  bless  you,  dear  ! God 
bless  you  ! " and  went  away. 

Margaret's  tears  flowed  for  a while,  but 
they  were  not  sad  ones.  When  she  lifted 
up  her  head,  Frederick,  pale  and  haggard, 
stood  before  her.  Margaret,"  he  said, 
hurriedly,  ^^have  you  any  money  ? I must 
have  it  ; and  I dare  ask  no  one  but  you.. 
Give  me  what  you  have.  Forget  and  for- 
give this  once,  and  I will  do  all  you  wish." 

^^Tou  have  been  gambling,  Frederick," 
she  said,  rather  than  asked,  with  a shudder. 
He  was  silent,  and  shrank  from  her  sorrow- 
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ful  gaze  ; there  was  something  in  it  he 
could  not  meet.  Tears  and  reproaches 
would  have  been  far  preferable  to  the  white, 
painful  tranquillity  of  every  feature  ; but 
she  had  no  heart  for  either.  Slowly,  as  if 
worn  out  with  fatigue,  she  went  to  the 
'door,  motioning  him  to  remain.  He  walked 
the  room  with  quick,  nervous  strides,  until 
tshe  returned,  and  placed  a small  roll  of  bills 
in  his  hand.  It  was  her  little  treasure, 
— dollars  saved  from  the  sums  Hortense, 
with  unsparing  hand,  gave  her  for  her  pri- 
vate use,  and  hoarded  for  some  charitable 
purpose  ; and  without  a word  of  thanks  her 
brother  grasped  them,  and  left  her.  She 
went  to  the  window,  and  with  a weary, 
helpless  look,  gazed  out  on  the  cold,  cloud- 
less sky.  How  calmly  the  stars  were  shin- 
ing, and  how  solemn  the  earth,  with  its 
shadows,  looked  in  their  dim  light  ! Her 
heart  grew  strong  again,  and  with  a calm- 
ness that  astonished  herself,  she  examined 
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her  chances  of  success  in  the  task  she  had 
so  enthusiastically  undertaken — her  brother's 
reformation.  She  was  beginning  to  see  its 
difficulty;  the  strong  ties  of  habit  that 
would  have  to  be  cut  through,  the  frequent 
relapses,  promises  heedlessly  made,  and  as 
heedlessly  broken,  to  be  patiently  borne, 
and  the  calm,  yet  fervent  zeal,  necessary  to 
surmount  all  these.  But  it  was  not  impos- 
sible ; with  grace  and  perseverance  it  might 
be  accomplished.  And  how  fervently  she 
prayed  in  the  solemn  starlight  for  that 
grace,  none  but  He  who  alone  saw  her  could 
know.  But  another  thought  soon  disturbed 
her.  She  knew  that  when  Frederick  began 
to  lose  at  the  gambling-table,  he  played  like 
a madman,  and  surely  the  trifling  sum  she 
had  given  him  was  not  enough  to  cover  his 
losses.  He  will  use  it  to  try  and  win  back 
what  he  has  lost,  and  I have  only  given  him 
the  means  of  sinning  more."  It  was  like  a 
dash  of  cold  water  upon  her  high  resolves 
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of  the  moment  before.  So  she  stood  with 
bright,  tearless  eyes,  and  her  forehead  fur- 
rowed by  the  intentness  of  her  gaze,  until 
Mr.  Lamar  came  in.  She  had  not  seen 
him  enter,  and  it  was  only  when  he  spoke 
that  she  became  aware  of  his  presence. 

“Pardon  me,  Miss  Hamilton,  you  will 
take  cold  here.  I had  no  idea  I was  away 
so  long."  The  fire  had  smouldered  away, 
and  the  lamp  was  burning  dim.  “Let  me 
leave  you  at  your  room,  as  I go  to  my 
own."  Margaret  was  too  pre-occupied  to 
notice  the  exceeding  gentleness  of  his  man- 
ner ; he  thought  she  had  waited  for  him. 

“ Where  is  Hortense  ? " she  asked,  as 
they  went  up  the  stairway  together. 

“ Enjoying  herself.  She  will  not  be  home 
these  two  hours.  Good  night." 

Margaret  went  to  bed,  and  dreamed  that 
her  brother  was  sleeping  in  a frail  boat, 
that  was  sweeping  down  the  rapids  of  Ni- 
agara River.  She  stood  on  the  top  of  the 
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tower  that  is  on  the  very  brink  of  the  great 
fall,  and  saw  him  coming  on  with  fearful 
speed,  without  power  to  help,  or  even  warn 
him.  She  tried  in  vain  to  wake  him  by 
her  cries — the  roar  of  the  water  drowned 
her  voice  ; and  dashing  from  rock  to  rock, 
he  drew  nearer  and  nearer  the  fatal  leap. 
At  last  he  stood  up, — he  saw  his  danger, 
and  then,  tossing  up  his  arms,  with  a wild, 
hopeless  cry,  went  down  into  the  boiling 
surge. 
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SOMETHING  LIKE  OLD  TIMES. 

Margaret,  are  you  busy  ? May  I come 
in  ? asked  Frederick,  the  next  day,  looking 
into  his  sister’s  room.  She  was  bending  over 
a picture  which  lay  on  her  work-table,  and 
without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  closed  the 
door  and  looked  over  her  shoulder.  It  was 
their  mother’s  portrait  she  was  gazing  at. 

There  is  the  money  you  lent  me  last  night, 
Margaret,”  he  said,  tossing  out  some  gold, 
and  turning  to  leave,  but  she  grasped  his 
hand. 

What  I feared  is  true,  then  ! 0 Fred  ! 

brother  ! why  have  you  done  this  ? ” 
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What,  Margaret?  returned  your  money  ? 
I will  keep  it  if  you  wish/'  he  added  with  an 
attempt  at  pleasantry. 

She  forced  herself  to  smile  and  answer  in 
the  same  tone.  No,  I thank  you,  Fred. 
I have  been  unpacking  some  music,  and  I 
want  to  have  a concert  to-night,  one  of  our 
old  time  concerts,"  glancing  at  the  picture. 

' You  must  stay  home  and  hear  me  sing. 

! Come,  brother,  remember  you  are  under  ob- 
' ligations  to  me,  and  must  do  as  I ask."  He 
had  not  expected  such  a reception,  and  was 
unprepared  for  her  playful  manner  ; she  had 
I resolved  to  try  what  affection  alone  would 
I do. 

i Alice  will  expect  me,"  he  said  evasively. 

! She  had  not  the  slightest  suspicion  of  the 
I compact  Hortense  and  Frederick  had  made, 

! and  it  was  with  a joyful  surprise  that  she 
thought  now  for  the  first  time  that  Alice 
might  be  an  ally  in  her  good  work 

I will  send  for  Alice,"  she  said,  with  a 
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bright  smile,  ^^if  that  will  be  an  induce- 
ment 

But,  Margaret,  I promised  to  go  to  the 
Newport  barracks  to  supper.  I will  come 
back  early 

‘^No  ! I will  not  take  a refusal.  They  can 
do  without  you  for  once.  Dear  Fred,  let  us 
give  papa  this  pleasure,  he  has  so  little  now. 
It  is  mamma’s  birth-day,  and  you  know 
what  a festival  it  used  to  be  in  our  dear  old 
home.  I wish  we  were  there  again,”  she 
sighed.  I went  all  through  the  house  yes- 
terday, and  the  dark  empty  rooms  looked  so 
desolate.  I thought  the  voice  of  the  past 
reproached  me  when  I was  coming  out,  but 
it  was  only  the  sound  of  my  footsteps  on 
the  uncarpeted  floor,  and  the  wind  rushing 
through  the  long  halls.” 

There  was  no  resisting  the  tearful  tender- 
ness of  her  appeal,  he  was  conquered,  and 
^ promised  to  spend  the  evening  at  home,  and 
for  once  kept  his  word.  Hortense  as  usual 
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went  to  her  dressing  room  after  tea,  and 
Margaret,  voting  the  parlor  a barn  of  a 
place/'  led  the  way  to  a cozy  little  room 
at  the  back  of  the  house,  in  which  a piano 
and  some  old  pictures  belonging  to  the  first 
Mrs.  Hamilton  were  kept.  She  had  ordered 
a fire,  but  would  have  no  lamp  ; and  as  she 
sat  at  the  instrument,  now  shrouded  in  the 
dim  twilight,  now  suddenly  coming  into  full 
view  as  the  dickering  blaze  shot  up  and  lit 
the  room  with  a momentary  glory,  Etienne, 
who  was  with  them,  thought  her  the  very 
impersonation  of  a fireside  genius,  while 
Alice,  who  had  come,  sat  silently  watching 
the  lights  and  shadows  dancing  through  the 
room.  Margaret  seldom  sang,  except  when 
alone  or  with  her  father  ; she  was  too  timid 
to  sing  for  others,  and  Hortense  cared  little 
to  hear  her,  as  her  voice  was  not  a fashion- 
ably trained  one.  But  this  night  there  was 
a power  and  pathos  in  it  that  astonished 
her  hearers.  The  instrument  was  an  old 
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German  one,  almost  organ-like  in  its  depth 
and  fulness  of  tone  ; and  Margaret's  fingers, 
generally  so  trembling  and  uncertain,  swept 
over  the  keys  with  a masterly  skill.  It  "was 
not  for  mere  gratification  she  played ; a 
deeper  motive  gave  strength  to  hand  and 
voice.  Song  after  song  that  had  never  be’en 
heard  there  before  rang  out  that  night ; old 
touching  ballads  her  mother  had  taught  her 
in  the  deserted  homestead  ; wild  lays  of  the 
sea,  that  seemed  to  echo  the  sound  of  dash- 
ing waters,  and  which  Fred  had  once  loved  ; 
until  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  lay  back  in  his 
arm-chair,  felt  the  old  home  feeling  stealing 
over  him  again,  and  a look  of  repose  settled 
upon  his  care-worn  features.  Ah,  if  Hor- 
tense  would  but  take  the  vacant  place,'*  he 
sighed  to  himself,  if  she  would  but  come 
here  now." 

He  unclosed  his  eyes  and  saw  her  stand- 
ing on  the  threshold,  in  all  her  cold  haughty 
beauty,  with  glowing  pomegranate  blossoms 
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in  her  black  hair,  and  a scarlet  shawl  folded 
around  her,  and  with  a pang  he  remembered 
a far  less  beautiful  but  more  loveable  face, 
and  thought,  ^^It  can  never  be.  She  is 
made  for  admiration  and  display/' 

Margaret,  why  are  you  playing  here  ? 
Come  to  the  parlor,  visitors  are  there." 

“Indeed,  I cannot,  Hortense.  We  are 
having  a select  party  of  our  own,  and  you 
can't  expect  me  to  desert  a very  appreciat- 
ing audience,  for  one  that  v/ould  not  care 
two  coppers  for  my  music." 

“ Don't  be  nonsensical.  Marguerite  ; Eti- 
enne, bring  her  with  you."  He  shook  his 
head.  “ I do  not  believe  I will  obey,  Mrs. 
Hamilton.  I am  sure  her  voice  would  take 
wings  to  itself,  and  it  is  too  beautiful  to  be 
sent  off  in  that  style." 

“ She  has  managed  to  keep  it  in  the  clouds 
pretty  well  until  this  evening,"  said  Hor- 
tense ; while  Margaret,  yielding  to  one  of  the 
old  impulses  that  had  of  late  been  so  sedu- 
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lously  kept  down^  sprang  from  her  stool  with 
a gay  laugh,  and  making  a profound  courtesy 
exclaimed,  You  are  absolutely  delightful, 
Mr.  Lamar.  After  that,  Hortense,  I am 
sure  you  will  not  ask  me  to  go.  Well  let 
you  stay  with  us  if  you  behave  nicely.'"' 

Mr.  Hamilton  sprang  forward:  Yes, Hor- 
tense, stay  with  us  !" 

Thank  you  " she  answered  coldly,  with- 
drawing a little.  My  friends  are  waiting, 
I shall  play  for  them  to-night."  Mr.  Ham- 
ilton sank  back  with  a look  of  disappoint- 
ment, and  Fred,  who  had  been  turning 
over  the  leaves  of  his  sister's  music  book, 
laughed  maliciously,  and  whispered  in  Mar- 
garet's ear,  Sis,  that  beauty  of  a mamma 
is  bent  on  making  a rich  match  for  you,  and 
as  she  is  afraid  Etienne  is  not  catchable, 
she  has  put  another  string  to  her  bow." 

Hortense  entertained  her  visitors  wdth 
music  as  brilliant  and  devoid  of  feeling  as 
herself,  but  even  in  the  pauses  of  the  glitter- 
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ing  soulless  measures,  snatches  of  sweet  plain- 
tive song,  and  bursts  of  musical  laughter 
stole  up  the  hall. 

Papa  is  asleep  ! said  Margaret,  closing 
I her  piano,  ^^and  it  is  eleven  o^clock.  I 
! move  an  adjourned  meeting  until  to-morrow 
! evening  at  seven.  Who  seconds  the  mo- 
j tion 

1”  said  Mr.  Lamar,  but  for  the  last 
I time.  I must  return  to  the  south  the  next 

I day.^^ 

A month  before  Margaret  would  have  ex- 
pressed her  regret  without  a shadow  of  hesi- 
tation, for  she  really  enjoyed  his  society,  but 
now  she  merely  said,  Must  you  ? I suppose 
you  will  come  back  to  Cincinnati  some  day.^^ 

I do  not  know.  It  is  doubtful,  unless, 
indeed,’'  he  added,  laughing,  but  with  an 
earnest  loot,  unless  you  bid  me.  I would 
consider  myself  bound  to  obey  your  wishes.'' 

0 no  !"  she  said,  slightly  confused, 
would  not  like  to  interfere  with  any  of  your 
8 
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arrangements/^  His  dark  face  paled,  and 
with  a very  grave  good  night  he  went. 

Why,  Madge,  I really*  shall  be  tempted 
to  stay  home  every  evening,  if  you  can  make 
them  all  as  pleasant  as  this  has  been,^'  said 
Frederick,  with  a laugh  that  sounded  more 
like  that  whichusedto  accompany  Margaret's 
childish  one,  than  any  she  had  heard  since 
her  return.  Come,  Alice,  I will  take  you 
home." 

No,"  said  Margaret,  she  shall  not  go. 
Ally,  dear,  I want  you  to-night  to  stay  with 
me."  They  went  up  the  narrow  back 
stairway  together,  and  Margaret,  with  an 
instinctive  dread  that  her  brother  would 
make  his  escape  if  possible,  folded  a shawl 
around  herself  and  Alice,  and  the  two 
walked  up  and  down  the  hall  that  led  to  his 
room.  The  moonlight  streamed  in  a win- 
dow looking  out  on  the  garden,  and  as  they 
crossed  the  broad  beam  of  light,  Fred's 
door  opened.  He  stood  still  as  he  saw 
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them.  Do  you  want  any  thing,  brother  ? " 
she  asked. 

No.  What  are  you  walking  in  the  cold 
for  Go  to  bed."^  His  door  was  closed  and 
locked,  and  Margaret  breathed  more  freely. 

Margaret,'"  said  Alice,  as  they  stopped 
to  gaze  out  on  the  cold,  clear,  moonlit  sky, 
will  you  tell  me  something,  if  I ask  it — 
something  that  very  much  concerns  my 
P happiness  ? I have  heard,""  she  continued, 
! without  waiting  for  the  assurance  she  asked, 

[ I have  heard  lately  that  Frederick  goes 
f night  after  night  to  a gambling  house  on 
the  wharf,  and  plays  recklessly.  Is  it  true  ? 

| ‘ Tell  me.” 

She  was  trembling,  and  spoke  so  rapidly 
that  Margaret  had  scarce  time  to  answer 
with  a half  smothered  sigh,  and  a vehement 
wish  that  she  could  contradict  it. 

‘^0  1 feared  it  !""  said  Alice,  in  a low 
frightened  voice.  ^^He  comes  to  see  me 
; often,  but  in  spite  of  his  protestations  I see 


88  SOMETHING  LIKE  OLD  TIMES. 

' that  he  is  anxious  to  be  away,  and  then  he 
often  hurries  off  before  the  evening  is  half 
spent.  Margaret,  what  shall  I do  It  will 
kill  me  if  he  does  that  after  our  marriage.'^ 
Marriage  ! repeated  Margaret  in  aston- 
ishment, and  then  seizing  her  hand,  added, 

I am  so  glad  ! That  will  save  him,  Alice. 
I have  wished  to  speak  to  you  of  this  sad 
thing,  and  beg  you  to  help  me  in  my  firm 
endeavors  to  loosen  the  hold  that  terrible  vice 
has  upon  him.  I know  nothing  of  your  en- 
gagement ; but  I suspected.  Ally,  that  you 
had  acquired  an  influence  over  him,  and 
now  we  must  use  it  together.^'  Simple- 
hearted  Margaret ! She  believed  that  Alice, 
with  her  pale,  touching  beauty,  and  gentle 
manners,  had  insensibly  softened  Fred’s 
heart,  and  in  the  warmth  of  her  own  loving 
nature,  she  folded  her  in  a sisterly  embrace. 

Dear  Ally,  we  will  labor  together  ; we  will 
so  guard  his  steps  with  our  love  that  he  can- 
not escape  us  ; and  in  the  happy  home  we 
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will  make  him,  he  will  soon  forget  all  thd 
wild  excitement  that  seems  so  necessary  for 
him  now/^  Again  the  exalted  look  she  had 
worn  on  New-Year's  eve  came  into  her  face, 
so  that  Alice  saw  its  glow  in  the  still  moon- 
light that  noted  them.  She  could  not  feel 
it,  she  was  but  a weak,  loving  girl,  willing  to 
do  every  thing  for  Fred's  sake ; but  with 
Margaret's  sisterly  affection  was  mingled  a 
lofty  charity,  an  extreme  desire  of  saving  a 
soul. 

Did  not  Fred  tell  you  of  it  ? " asked 
Alice,  after  a pause. 

^^No,  but  I suppose  he  intended  to.  I 
cannot  tell  you  what  pleasure  it  gives  me, 
Alice.  There  is  but  one  thing  that  could 
give  me  more." 

And  what  is  that  ? " 

Yoiir  being  a good  papist,  with  a pros- 
pect of  making  him  one  before  you  marry 
him,"  she  said,  half  laughing.  I suppose 
I shall  have  to  do  double  work  to  make  you 
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both  that.  When  is  the  wedding  to  take 
place  ? 

Early  in  April.  The  first  or  second,  I 
think.^^ 

^^0  no  ! ''  said  Margaret.  Wait  a little 
longer,  that  will  be  in  Holy  Week.  Wait 
until  after  Easter,  Ally,  won't  you  ? ” 

Yes,  certainly,  if  you  wish  it.  I don't 
think  after  all  it  could  be,  for  Hortense  in- 
sisted upon  Mr.  Lamar  being  groomsman, 
and  I am  sure  he  will  not  return  so  soon." 

He  is  coming  back,  then  ? " asked  Mar- 
garet, with  a shade  of  disappointment  in 
her  face.  She  saw  that  Hortense  was  bent 
upon  making  her  accept  him.  But  she  re- 
solved that,  with  God's  help,  no  power  on 
earth  should  make  her  abandon  her  prin- 
ciples. 

Ally,  would  you  not  like  to  keep  house 
in  the  old  homestead  ? You  know  papa 
gave  it  to  me  long  ago.  It  has  been  un- 
tenanted for  nearly  a year,  and  I do  not 
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like  to  see  it  looking  so  dreary  and  desolate. 
I I want  the  quaint  rooms  to  be  occupied  as 
i of  old,  and  the  garden,  so  sadly  neglected,  to 
be  refixed.  I cannot  think  how  papa  came 
) to  leave  it.  I am  sure  it  is  fifty  times  love- 
!;  Her  than  this  grand  house,  and  the  stiff, 
j pragmatic  squares  out  there  which  they  dig- 
j nify  with  the  name  of  garden.  Coax  Fred 
i to  go  there.  I will  take  the  rent  out  in 
I board, she  added,  laughing  gayly,  for  I 
i mean  to  spend  a great  deal  of  my  time  with 
I you.  And  we  will  not  forget  our  task.  Ally, 

; we  will  labor  hard,  and  seek  to  make  Fred 
;i  a nobler,  better  man.'' 
i!  With  a gush  of  tears  Alice  laid  her  head 
I on  Margaret's  shoulder.  What  can  I do  ? 
, You  are  an  angel,  Margaret,  and  if  you  can- 
. not  save  him,  none  on  earth  can." 

{ Are  you  girls  going  to  sit  there  in  the 
j cold  chattering  all  night  ? " asked  Mrs.  Ham- 
j ilton,  crossing  the  hallfromher  dressing-room 
j to  her  chamber,  with  her  night-lamp  in  her 
i hand. 
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^^No,  Mrs.  Hamilton/"  said  Margaret 
playfully.  have  finished  our  secret 

conference,  and  mean  to  retire  now.""  She 
tried  to  shield  Alice  from  the  glare  of  the 
lamp,  but  Hortense  threw  the  light  upon 
"'their  faces,  and  saw  the  tear  stains  on  one, 
and  the  changing  color  on  the  other,  and 
knew  that  they  were  caused  by  some  deep 
emotion. 


VI. 

A PRESENT  REFUSED. 

Easter  came^  bringing  its  joy  and  exul- 
tation to  Margaret^  and  soon  after  came 
Etienne  Lamar.  In  his  manner  to  Margaret 
there  was  so  much  grave  politeness,  such  dis- 
tant, unmasked  deference,  that  she  was  com- 
pletely thrown  off  her  guard  ; and  much  to 
Hortense's  satisfaction,  the  old  familiar  inter- 
course between  them  was  gradually  resumed, 
as  the  preparations  for  the  bride’s  reception 
progressed.  The  old  laughter  and  jesting 
went  on,  the  morning  readings  too  when  it 
was  possible,  though  that  was  not  often,  for 
Margaret  was  in  great  demand  at  all  consul- 
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tations  on  dress  and  other  arrangements. 
And  after  the  wedding,  when  Frederick  and 
his  wife  came  to  spend  a month  with  them, 
and  the  round  of  fetes  in  their  honor  began, 
Etienne  was  Margaret’s  constant  attendant, 
as  he  had  been  in  the  early  winter.  And 
so  the  weeks  passed  by,  Margaret  putting 
aside  the  light  shadows  that  had  begun  to 
darken  her  path,  and  again  enjoying  to  the 
fullest  extent  the  happiness  that  sprang 
from  a heart  full  of  peace  ; and  Etienne 
building  anew  the  fair  Chateau  en  Espagne 
which  had  once  been  levelled. 

They  returned  from  a drive  one  day,  and 
Margaret  sprang  from  the  carriage  and  up 
the  steps  with  her  arms  full  of  lilacs,  which 
she  had  gathered  at  the  old  homestead  in 
passing.  She  went  into  the  parlor,  and 
found  Alice  crouching  rather  than  sitting  in 
the  low  back  window,  her  face  buried  in  her 
hands,  and  her  slight  form  shaking  like  a 
reed  in  a storm.  In  a moment  the  flowers 
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were  dropped  heedlessly  over  the  carpet,  and 
Margaret^s  arms  were  around  her. 

Ally  ! dear  Ally  ! what  is  the  matter  ? 
Has  Fred  been  gambling  again  ? she  asked 
hurriedly. 

0 no  ! I believe  not.  I hope  not/^  she 
answered,  in  such  a helpless  tone  that  Mar- 
garet could  scarce  control  her  own  voice. 

Tell  me  what  it  is  then,  Alice  ? 

1 cannot.  It  is  to  come.  0 Hortense  ! 
Hortense  ! With  a start  she  remembered 
how  her  father  had  not  very  long  before 
pronounced  that  name  in  just  such* a re- 
proachful tone.  Why  was  it  so  ? What 
evil  spell  was  Hortense  weaving  over  every 
inmate  of  the  house  ? There  is  Fred  ! 
exclaimed  Alice,  as  she  heard  her  husband's 
step  in  the  hall.  Give  him  this,  Margaret, 
and  tell  him  it  is  all  I have,  that  I care  no 
longer  for  it,  but  it  will  not  compensate  him 
for  a richer  gift  which  he  regrets."  She 
threw  up  the  sash,  and  was  gone  before  he 
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entered  the  room.  Margaret  was  bewilderd, 
but  did  as  Alice  had  desired. 

Her  brother  grasped  the  packet  she 
handed  him,  and  scarce  heeding  the  mes- 
sage she  delivered,  broke  the  seal.  It  con- 
tained the  deeds  of  some  property,  and 
several  thousand  dollars,  all  the  wealth  Alice 
possessed.  Bah ! Is  that  all  ? See  here, 
Hortense,''  he  continued,  as  Mrs.  Hamilton, 
in  a sumptuous  dinner  dress,  entered  the 
room  ; is  this  the  magnificent  fortune  I 
was  promised  ? It  doesn't  pay  for  the  trouble 
I gave  myself  to  win  it.'^ 

She  glanced  over  the  papers.  Why  it 
is  a great  deal  less  than  I thought.  But  I 
am  sure,  Fred,  it  is  capital  enough  to  begin 
with,  and  if  you  make  good  use  of  it,  will 
soon  be  trebled." 

He  laughed.  ^^I  intend  to  make  good 
use  of  it  this  very  night.  If  I am  not  worth 
twice  as  much  to-morrow  morning,  it  will 
not  be  my  fault." 
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Margaret  understood  that,  and  sprang 
forward  a step,  but  suddenly  stood  still 
again.  She  knew  remonstrance  would  be 
useless.  ^^Well,  Fred/'  said  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton, I hope  you  will  do  something  for 
yourself  now.  It  is  high  time,  I think. 
Hand  me  that  casket,  Margaret.  Just  see 
what  Mr.  Hamilton  has  refused  to  give  me, 
because  his  son  has  drawn  so  extensively 
upon  his  funds  during  the  past  year."  She 
touched  the  spring,  and  as  the  lid  flew  open, 
Margaret  uttered  an  exclamation  over  the 
brilliant  jewels  that  lay  flashing  within. 

Are  they  not  superb  ? " asked  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton. 

Yes ; and  you  look  regal  in  them,"  said 
Frederick,  clasping  them  on  her.  Etienne 
came  in  while  she  stood  there,  with  the 
circle  of  gems  burning  like  stars  in  her  mid- 
night hair,  and  glistening  on  her  neck  and 
arms. 

^^They  are  very  beautiful,"  he  said,  as 
9 
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Hortense  extended  her  arm,  that  he  might 
examine  its  brilliant  ornament.  have 
seldom  seen  finer ; and  they  are  well  set, 
too.  Miss  Hamilton,  you  should  have  a^ 
match  for  them.'' 

^^1?”  exclaimed  Margaret.  ^^No  ; Ido 
not  care  for  diamonds.  The  only  jewels  I 
ever  fancied  wjere  pearls  ; and  yet  I think 
if  I wore  them  I should  be  haunted  by  the 
ghost  of  the  weary,  dim- eyed  diver,  who  had 
gone  down  into  ocean's  caves  to  gather 
them  ; and  ever  in  my  ears  would  ring  that 
sorrowful  strain, 

* A life  liatli  been  like  a rain-drop  shed, 

For  that  pale  quivering  ray.’  ” 

Oh  do  not  fancy  any  thing  about  it," 
said  Hortense  sarcastically ; you  will  not 
have  a chance  of  being  haunted,  my  dear, 
unless  you  get  a rich  lover,  or  husband,  to 
present  you  with  pearls.  Your  father  re- 
fused you  quite  as  much  as  he  did  me. 
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How  do  you  like  these,  Mr.  Lamar  ? She 
lifted  up  a portion  of  the  casket,  and  be- 
neath lay  a complete  set  of  pearls. 
thought  I knew  your  taste.  Marguerite. 
But  do  not  be  tempted  ; you  cannot  have 
them.'' 

She  laughed.  I care  very  little  for 
them,  I assure  you.  Flowers  are  quite 
costly  enough  for  me."  She  gathered  up 
her  scattered  lilacs,  and  began  to  arrange 
them  in  a vase ; and  Fred,  taking  his  pack- 
age of  papers  and  bills,  went  out.  Hor- 
tense,  slowly  and  reluctantly,  unfastened 
the  gems  she  wore  ; while  Mr.  Lamar  si- 
lently examined  the  pearls,  thinking  how 
much  Margaret's  taste  was  in  keeping  with 
her  character,  ^^Let  me  put  them  up," 
said  Hortense  presently,  taking  them  from 
his  hand  ; I promised  Palmer  an  answer 
at  one  o'clock,  and  it  is  two  now ; they 
^must  be  returned." 
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am  going  that  way  now;  let  me  leave 
them  for  jon”  he  said. 

It  is  too  near  dinner-time ; wait  until 
afterwards.^^ 

No ; I shall  be  back  in  time/" 

Margaret  went  up  to  Ally"s  room  to  dis- 
cover, if  possible,  the  cause  of  her  strange 
excitement  ; but  did  not  succeed.  All 
Alice  would  tell  her  was,  that  she  feared 
Fred  would  soon  resume  his  old  habits. 

Ally,  dear,  why  did  you  give  him  money  ? 
It  will  be  a temptation  to  him,  and  I do 
not  think  he  can  resist.  It  would  have  been 
kinder  to  keep  your  little  fortune,  for  he 
will  have  nothing  of  his  own  that  he  will 
not  stake  at  the  gambling-table."" 

Oh,  I could  not  help  it,  Margaret,""  she 
said,  with  a burst  of  tears,  and  wringing 
her  hands  in  hopeless  anguish.  I am  so 
miserable  ; I shall  never  be  happy  again."" 

It  was  long  before  she  would  be  soothed 
by  the  gentlest  caresses,  the  most  affectionate 
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words.  The  two  went  down  to  dinner,  both 
looking  a little  pale  and  anxious  ; and  Mar- 
garet again  with  the  unsatisfied  feeling  that 
had  once  before  visited  her.  It  happened 
to  be  Ally's  birthday ; she  was  just  of  age, 
and  had  that  morning  received  her  property 
from  her  guardian's  hands.  And  there  was 
to  be  a party  in  the  evening  at  a friend's 
house.  Margaret  went  early  to  her  room  to 
dress,  and  found  the  pearls  on  her  toilette, 
with  a card,  on  which  was  written,  in  Eti- 
enne's hand,  Margaret,  will  you  not  wear 
them  for  my  sake  ? " In  a moment  she 
understood  her  position, — saw  that  her  own 
simplicity  had  again  duped  her  ; that  she 
was  leading  him  on  to  that  which  she  most 
wished  to  avoid.  And  without  glancing  at 
them  a second  time,  hastily  wrote  in  pencil 
beneath  his  words,  cannot and  ring- 
ing for  a servant,  sent  casket  and  card  to 
Mr.  Lamar's  room.  It  was  well  she  did  it 
so  speedily,  for  Hortense  came  in  a moment 
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after ; and  although  she  said  nothing,  her 
keen  eyes  went  roving  in  search  of  the 
present  she  suspected  Margaret  had  received. 
Etienne  was  standing  in  the  parlor  when 
she  went  down,  wearing  a few  fragrant 
flowers  in  her  beautiful  hair,  instead  of  the 
gems  he  had  wished  to  see  there.  How 
pale  and  sad  he  looked,  with  his  arms 
folded,  and  his  head  bent  down  ! She  was 
really  grieved,  and  softly  stepped  back, 
anxious  to  save  him  the  pain  of  a direct  re- 
fusal. But  he  saw  her,  and  refused  to  accept 
of  her  kindness. 

Come  in,  Margaret ; I want  to  speak 
to  you.  I must  be  certain  that  I have  un- 
derstood j"ou  aright.'^ 

She  saw  that  it  was  best  to  be  frank 
with  him  now.  I think  so.’'  And  after 
a moment’s  pause,  she  went  on  quickly,  the 
flush  mounting  to  her  very  forehead,  and  her 
eyelids  drooping : I am  very,  very  sorry, 
Mr.  Lamar,  that  any  thing  has  occurred  to 
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interrupt  our  friendly  relations.  Believe 
me^  whatever  encouragement  I have  given 
has  been  unconscious.  Being  a Catholic,  I 
could  not  think  of  marrying  a Protestant ; 
and  I believe  myself  incapable  of  inspiring 
a deeper  feeling  than  that  of  friendship.^^ 
It  cost  her  a very  great  effort  to  say  this 
much,  but  she  thought  it  best  to  finish  the 
matter,  once  for  all. 

You  have,  indeed,  given  me  cause  to 
hope,'^  he  said,  gravely ; but  a moment 
after,  asked  with  all  the  impetuosity  of  liis 
nature,  Margaret,  why  need  your  faith 
divide  us  ? You  do  not  think  me  base 
enough  to  interfere  with  any  thing  you  con- 
sidered a religious  duty  ? ” 

No ; but  I dare  not  trust  myself.  I 
would  but  court  temptation,  and  by  the 
very  act  render  myself  unworthy  of  the 
grace  necessary  to  sustain  me,  should  my 
faith  be  tried.  Forgive  mo,  if  I must  wound 
you  ; it  is  painful  indeed.^^ 
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There  was  no  need  of  saying  more  j with 
one  bitter  exclamation,  he  was  gone. 

Where  is  Alice  ? asked  Frederick, 
coming  in  a moment  later,  while  Margaret 
was  still  standing  in  sorrowful  thought, 
when  Mr.  Lamar  had  left  her.  ''  Tell  her, 
I will  not  be  able  to  go  out  with  her  to- 
night ; she  must  go  with  you  and  Lamar.'’" 

^‘1  do  not  think  he  will  do  me  that 
honor.  We  will  have  no  escort  if  you  play 
us  false, — not  even  Hortense  as  a chape- 
rone, for  she  is  going  to  the  concert,"'"  she 
said,  with  forced  gayety.  can"t  allow 
you  to  desert  us.  Ally,  come  here,  and 
give  your  truant  Knight  his  orders."" 

Alice,  with  a face  almost  as  white  as  her 
snowy  gauze  dress,  came  into  the  room. 

I am  ready ; are  you  waiting  for  me  ? "" 

No,""  said  her  husband,  hurriedly ; I 
came  to  tell  you  I could  not  go.  Some 
friends  are  waiting  for  me.  Good-bye."" 

There  was  strange  strength  in  the  deli- 
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cate  hands  that  grasped  his  arm ; strange 
vehemence  in  the  usually  gentle  voice, — 

Brother,  do  not  go  ! By  all  that  is  dear 
to  you,  I conjure  you  to  renounce  for  ever 
these  fatal  associates.  Think  of  Alice, 
brother  ; for  her  sake — 

Oh  no  ! no  I ” she  exclaimed,  with  pas- 
sionate vehemence.  ^^Not  for  mine.  Do 
not  ask  him  that,  Margaret ; it  will  but 
send  him  the  quicker."" 

He  broke  from  his  sister"s  grasp,  mutter- 
ing a curse  upon  the  foolishness  of  women  ; 
and  they  saw  him  no  more  that  night. 
Many  comments  were  made  upon  the  young 
bride"s  pale,  joyless  look,  and  Margaret "s 
evident  depression  ; but,  happily,  they  knew 
nothing  of  it.  Margaret  in  vain  tried  to 
conceal  her  own  anxiety,  that  she  might 
shield  her  sister"s  from  observation  ; and, 
perhaps,  for  once  regretted  that  she  did  not 
possess  Hortense"s  tact.  Etienne  came  to 
her  while  she  sat  tired  out  with  the  fruitless 
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effort.  “Pardon  me^  Miss  Hamilton,  for 
intruding  upon  you.  Mrs.  Hamilton  looks 
so  weary  and  ill,  that  I have  come  to  offer 
myself  as  an  escort  home.^' 

“ You  are  very  kind,'^  she  said,  with  a 
grateful  look.  “ Where  is  Alice  ? '' 

“ Putting  on  her  shawl  f she  is  anxious 
to  go/’ 

“ Then  we  will  go  at  once.  Is  Alice 
ill  ? The  carriage  has  gone  for  Hor tense. 

“ I have  provided  one,'"  he  said.  After 
that  evening  he  carefully  avoided  meeting 
her  except  in  the  presence  of  others,  and 
then  never  paid  her  the  slightest  attention 
that  could  be  construed  into  any  thing 
more  than  the  merest  politeness.  It  quite 
changed  the  aspect  of  the  family ; they  had 
been  the  life  of  the  house,  and  now  that 
they  were  cold  and  distant,  the  rest  seemed 
to  be  chilled  into  silence  and  gravity.  All 
,but  Hortense.  She  tried  reproaches  and 
entreaties  alike  in  vain  : or,  to  use  her  own 
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expression,  moved  heaven  and  earth  to  make 
Margaret  sensible  : she  would  neither  be 
driven,  nor  persuaded,  into  a marriage  her 
conscience  did  not  approve  of.  But  Hor- 
tense  succeeded  in  making  her  feel  very 
miserable  about  the  affair,  and  reproach 
herself  greatly  for  her  apparent  coquetry. 

She  was  thinking  of  it  one  evening  as  she 
sat  at  the  open  window  sewing,  while  the 
soft,  fragrant  air  of  May,  played  over  her. 
Her  father  had  been  watching  her  busy 
fingers  for  a long  time. 

And  so  my  little  Margaret,’^  he  said,  at 
last,  you  have  refused  to  go  South  with 
Mr.  Lamar.  Don't  you  think  you  would 
like  it  .P" 

The  South  she  said,  evasively;  ^^yes, 
I am  sure  I should  like  to  go  there  some 
day  with  you." 

But  not  with  Etienne  ? ” 

You  do  not  want  me  to  leave  you  al- 
ready, papa,  do  you  ? I would  a great  deal 
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rather  be  with  you  than  with  any  one  else 
in  the  world."^ 

I know  it,  ray  darling/^  he  said,  softly 
stroking  her  hair.  I know,  too,  I would 
miss  you  sadly  ; but  I am  not  so  selfish  as 
to  wish  to  keep  you  always.  Tell  me  the 
truth,  Margaret ; why  have  you  refused  him 
She  told  him  with  a quiet,  determined 
look,  her  insurmountable  obstacle.  I do 
not  think  you  need  fear  on  that  score ; he 
is  too  high-minded  and  honorable  to  inter- 
fere in  the  least  with  your  opinions."^ 

She  did  not  answer,  and  for  a moment 
suffered  herself  to  reproach  Hortense  silently 
for  troubling  her  father  with  this  matter. 
She  knew  it  was  her  work. 

^^Margaret,^^  he  continued,  after  a pause, 
^^you  know  me  too  well  to  think  I would  com- 
pel j^ou  4o  do  any  thing  that  would  not  be 
for  your  own  happiness.  You  know  it  is 
not  selfishness  that  prompts  me  to  ask 
what  I now  do ; — marry  Etienne  for  my 
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[j  sake  ! Save  me,  my  child,  from  utter  ruin. 

None  but  you  can  do  it,  and  you  sureljr 
I:  will  not  refuse.  His  wealth  will  be  the* 

I;  means  of  redeeming  me  from  disgrace,  or,, 
!j  at  least,  his  influence  will  obtain  me  time  to 
I;  recover  my  own.^^ 

He  had  taken  her  hands,  and  gazed  into* 

- ! 

• j her  face  with  anxious,  troubled  eyes.  Papa, 

i I cannot ! she  said.  I do  not  know 

I what  disgrace  you  mean,  but  nothing  can 

;;  tempt  me  to  do  that  which  would  surely 

I incur  evil.  If  it  is  poverty  that  you  dread 

r for  my  sake,  be  sure,  papa,  I do  not  fear  it. 

I We  will  be  but  the  more  necessary  to  each 

1 other,  if  that  comes  upon  us.  Do  not  try 

I to  drive  me  away,  dear  papa  ; I want  to  be* 

I your  Margaret  always.'^ 

I He  did  not  speak  again  for  a long  time  ;; 
I but  as  the  daylight  wore  away,  and  the- 

j new  May  moon  looked  down  upon  them,  he 

j said,  as  if  awakened  from  a reverie,  Let 

I it  come ; with  your  love,  I cannot  be  poor..'^’ 
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Fredekick  fell  again  into  liis  old  mode 
of  life  ; it  had  become  too  like  nature  to  be 
easily  changed,  and  the  money  he  had  re- 
ceived from  his  wife  was,  as  Margaret  feared, 
but  a new  temptation.  Night  after  night 
he  remained  away  until  very  late,  and  then 
generally  returned  with  a gloomy,  morose 
look.  He  was  evidently  not  prospering  in 
his  evil  career ; Margaret  saw  it  with  less 
pain  than  pleasure,  for  she  hoped  when  all 
he  .had  was  squandered,  and  there  was  no 
probability  of  obtaining  more,  except  by  his 
own  labor,  he  would  grow  wiser.  Alice 


SUDDEN  KETRIBUTION.  Ill 

• 

fi  never  spoke  of  him  now  ; never  even  to  Mar- 
||  garet,  whom  she  loved  better  than  all  the 
1;  rest,  told  the  cause  of  her  constant  sadness, 
i She  was  always  gentle,  always  did  whatever 
li  her  husband  desired,  but  it  was  not  with 
j|  that  graceful  quickness  of  affection  which 
had  made  her  so  beautiful  in  the  first  weeks 
h of  their  marriage  ; there  was  hesitation  and 
!,  a timidity  that  seemed  fearful  of  offending 
in  all  her  actions. 

One  evening  she  and  Margaret  were  walk- 
ing  up  and  down  the  hall,  and  on  the  porch 
I overlooking  the  garden,  Margaret,  with  her 
!;  light-hearted  gayety,  trying  to  make  Alice 
merry  for  a while.  She  was  showing  her 
some  flowers  she  had  brought  from  the  home- 
stead  that  day. 

i Are  they  not  lovely  ? Only  look  at 

I this  superb  rose.  It  is  early  yet  for  roses, 
Ij  but  I found  this  growing  in  a sunny  shel- 
tered corner  where  an  old  window  had  fallen 
over  it  slantwise,  and  so  it  was  enclosed  in  a 
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sort  of  hot-bed.  There  is  one  of  the  same 
species  here,  but  it  is  a miserably  stunted 
affair,  and  has  only  half  a bud  on  it.  It  is 
the  truth,  she  exclaimed,  as  Alice,  with  a 
smile  shook  her  head  ; the  other  half  is 
eaten  off  by  worms,  but  Hortense  thinks  it 
is  advancing  to  perfection.  I heard  her  tell 
Mr.  Stanley  the  other  day,  that  it  was  one 
of  the  finest  bushes  in  town.^^ 

She  laughed  until  the  tears  came  into  her 
eyes. 

If  you  had  lived  as  I have.  Ally,  with 
flowers  and  trees  all  my  life,  you  would  think 
the  city  affairs  they  call  by  those  names  but 
poor  apologies.  Now  at  the  homestead  it 
is  something  like.  By  the  way,  you  have 
never  told  me  what  Frederick  decided  upon 
doing.  Will  you  go  to  housekeeping  then  ? 
Do,  Ally  ! It  is  a most  lovely  place  to  live 
in,  almost  like  the  country.’^ 

^‘1  am  afraid  I cannot/^  she  said,  the 
pained  look  Margaret  had  succeeded  in  ban- 
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ishing  for  a moment,  returning  to  her  face. 

I do  not  think  we  shall  go  to  housekeep- 
ing at  all.  I do  not  know  what  is  to  be- 
come of  us,  Margaret  ; I believe  Fred  has 
spent  every  thing,  and  has  even  sold  the 
little  property  I gave  him.  Yesterday  he 
asked  me  to  sign  a deed,  saying  he  had  sold 
the  lot  on  Third  street.  And  last  night,^^ 
she  went  on  in  a forced  calmness,  he  was 
away,  and  returned  this  morning,  looking  so 
gloomy  and  speaking  so  harshly,  that  I felt 
sure  he  had  lost  the  money  he  had  received 
for  it.'’ 

0 that  is  too  bad  ! " exclaimed  Marga- 
ret, indignantly,  It  is  downright  robbery. 
I shall  speak  to  papa  about  it.  Why  did 
you  sign  the  deed,  Alice  ? " 

Because  she  is  more  obliging  than  you 
would  have  been,  Madge, " said  her  brother, 
joining  them.  Do  not  be  so  alarmed  about 
the  safety  of  your  fortune,  Mrs.  Hamilton," 
he  said  mockingly.  shall  place  it  m 
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your  hands  again  to-morrow  morning,  since 
it  seems  you  repent  the  gift  you  made  of  it 
to  me/" 

She  did  not  answer  his  taunt,  but  Mar- 
garet saw  that  her  lips  quivered,  and  felt 
her  trembling,  and  when  Frederick  left  them 
abruptly,  she  bowed  her  head  and  cried  bit- 
terly. 

Hush  ! hush  ! dear  Alice.  He  did  not 
mean  to  wound  you  so  ; Mr.  Lamar  is  com- 
ing. Do  not  cry  any  more.  Ally."" 

She  hastily  wiped  away  the  traces  of  tears 
as  Etienne  came  down  the  hall  towards  them, 
and  left  them  for  a few  moments  to  stand 
in  the  outer  hall  door,  and  gaze  down  the 
street,  in  the  vain  hope  of  seeing  her  hus- 
band returning, 

Margaret,""  said  Mr.  Lamar,  while  they 
were  alone,  ^^will  you  forgive  me  if  I once 
more  introduce  a disagreeable  topic  ? Have 
you  ever  suspected  that  things  are  not  going 
right  with  Frederick  ? "" 
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I have  not  suspected,  I know  it/'  she 
I said,  in  a low  but  unfaltering  voice  of  sup- 
! pressed  sorrow.  Is  there  nothing  that  you 
can  do,  Mr.  Lamar,  for  him  ? You  can  fol- 
low and  watch  over  him,  where  neither 
; Ally  nor  I dare  go  ; will  you  not  try  to  help 
i us  save  him  ? " 

■ She  had  taken  his  hand  in  both  of  hers, 
I and  looked  up  now  with  a new  gleam  of 
hope  in  her  face.  ^^Yes,  for  your  sake, 

] Margaret,  I will  do  what  I can.  I fear  it 
I will  be  useless.  " 

i : Not  for  my  sake,  but  from  a higher  and 

j I purer  motive, " she  said,  with  a burst  of 
|,j  tears.  It  only  lasted  a moment.  I am 
so  frightened,  whenever  I think  of  Fred, 
that  I cannot  control  myself.  0,  I wish  he 
^1  would  come  home  now  ! " 

Alice  came  in,  and  Etienne  dared  not  tell 
what  he  had  that  morning  heard  He  was 
sitting  in  the  library  window  reading,  but 
so  hidden  by  the  heavy  folds  of  the  curtains. 
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that  none  within  the  room  could  see  him. 
Hortense^  unconscious  of  his  presence,  as  he 
was  of  hers,  sat  at  a desk  writing.  Frede- 
rick came  in  and  stood  beside  her,  while  she 
folded  and  sealed  a letter,  and  then  said  ab- 
ruptly, Well,  madam  ! The  last  copper 
of  the  fine  fortune  you  helped  me  to  get  is 
gone.  What  am  I to  do  now  ? 

I am  sure  I do  not  know,’^  she  said,  in 
her  quiet,  tantalizing  way,  and  fixing  her 
eyes  upon  his  haggard  face,  try  and  make 
one  of  your  own,  I suppose.^^ 

How  in  the  name  of  sense  am  I to  do 
that  ? Hortense,  don't  sit  there  staring  at 
me,  or  I'll  be  tempted  to  dash  my  fist  in 
your  eyes. " 

She  laughed.  Mr.  Hamilton,  you  have 
forgotten  all  your  gentlemanly  manners. 
You  must  take  lessons  in  politeness  again.  " 
He  ground  his  teeth  to  keep  down  the 
- rising  passion.  If  you  were  not  a woman 
you  should  pay  dearly  for  all  this  insolence. 
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Hortense,  I will  not  bandy  words  with  you  ; 
I must  have  money, — I will  have  it  ! ” he 
added,  stamping  his  foot,  and  giving  the 
desk  a blow  with  his  clenched  hand,  that, 
made  it  shake. 

“ Get  it  then  as  you  best  can,  ” she  said, 
quietly  resuming  her  interrupted  work, 
“ but  don’t  bother  me  with  your  passion ; I 
have  letters  to  write.  ” 

He  laughed  bitterly.  “ Well ! well ! I 
can  do  nothing  but  yield  to  you,  Hortense. 
Tell  me  how  to  get  money,  and  I will  not 
disturb  you.  I must  have  it,  or  say  good- 
bye to  this  world.  ” 

“ Ah  ! that  is  better.  But  there  is  still 
room  for  improvement  in  your  manner  of 
making  a request.  Let  me  see  ! Etienne 
Lamar  received  a large  amount  yesterday ; 
could  you  not  borrow  from  him  ? ” 

“ Borrow  ! And  how  should  I repay  it  ? ” 
She  did  not  answer,  and  he  stood  in  silent 
thought  a moment,  and  then,  with  an  oath. 
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exclaimed,  I have  it  now ! I will  run 
the  risk,  and  if  I do  not  succeed,  it  will  be 
the  last  game  Fred  Hamilton  plays/'  He 
went  out,  and  Hortense  soon  followed.  Eti- 
enne would  have  escaped  long  before,  but 
he  could  not  move  without  attracting  their 
attention,  and  looking  like  an  eavesdropper. 

It  was  of  this  he  wanted  to  tell  Margaret, 
had  not  Ally's  entrance  prevented  him. 
Margaret  had  dried  her  tears,  and  was  talk- 
ing as  before. 

Etienne  walked  a while  with  them,  and 
then,  with  something  of  his  old  openness  of 
manner,  asked  Margaret  to  sing  for  him. 

Perhaps  it  is  the  last  time  I shall 
have  that  pleasure,"  he  said  softly,  drawing 
her  hand  within  his  arm,  and  leading  her  to 
her  own  piano  in  the  little  back  room. 

You  know  I start  for  Hew  York  to-mor- 
row, and  from  there  I think  I shall  go  to 
Europe. " 

They  sat  quite  late,  singing  and  talking, 
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and  striving,  as  if  by  mutual  consent,  to 
cheer  Alice.  Some  unusual  noise  in  his 
room,  which  was  just  overhead,  startled 
Etienne  ; and  saying  he  had  left  a large 
amount  of  money  scattered  on  the  table,  he 
hurried  up  to  see  what  was  going  on.  A 
moment  after  they  heard  him  call,  and  both 
Margaret  and  Alice,  repeating  his  cry  for 
help,  ran  up  stairs.  There  was  no  lamp  in 
the  room,  but  they  could  see  by  the  dim 
starlight  creeping  in  the  open  window,  that 
he  was  striving  to  hold  some  one  down.  He 
saw  them  darken  the  doorway,  and  called, 
Margaret,  will  you  get  a light,  and  some 
one  to  help  me  secure  this  rascal.  DonT  be 
frightened.  There  is  no  damage  done/^ 

Mr.  Hamilton,  aroused  by  the  cry,  came 
in,  lamp  in  hand,  before  she  could  obey, 
and  as  the  light  flashed  upon  Etienne  and 
the  masked  man  he  was  grasping,  Margaret 
felt  a strange  choking  sensation,  and  the 
thought  flashed  over  her,  How  very  like 
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Fred/’  and  Alice  clenched  her  arm  so  tight- 
ly, that  the  print  of  her  slender  fingers  was 
left  on  the  delicate  skin.  Mr.  Hamilton 
and  Etienne  bound  the  intruder’s  hands 
with  the  strap  of  a trunk,  and  then  took  off 
his  mask.  He  had  held  a knife,  and  in  the 
scuffle  had  gashed  his  own  face,  and  it  was 
a moment  before  they  recognized  the  blood- 
stained and  distorted  visage.  Alice  first 
knew  it,  and  uttered  in  a wild,  piercing 
shriek,  Frederick  ! ” 

Margaret,  with  a sudden  impulse,  put  up 
her  hands  to  shut  out  the  fearful  sight. 

Yes  ! yes  ! Frederick  Hamilton,  dashing 
about  like  a madman.  What  brings  you 
here,  madam  ? Come  and  take  the  cursed 
gold  out  of  my  pocket,  or  undo  the  knot 
your  friend  Lamar  has  tied  so  cleverly,  and 
I’ll  do  it  myself.”  He  ground  his  teeth  and 
shook  his  head  in  impotent  rage,  as  Etienne 
advanced  to  loosen  his  fetters,  muttering 
something  in  his  astonishment  about,  a 
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trick  to  frighten  us/'  and  quite  a mis- 
take/' 

Fred  exclaimed,  with  a fearful 
imprecation.  I wanted  your  money ! I 
came  for  that ! Wait  until  my  hands  are 
free,  and  I'll  pay  you  for  this  gash  in  my 
face."  With  one  powerful  effort  he  burst 
the  cords  that  bound  his  hands,  and  picking 
up  the  knife  he  had  dropped,  and  which  they 
in  the  confusion  had  forgotten,  sprang  to- 
wards Etienne.  He  grasped  him  again,  and 
Frederick,  finding  his  efforts  to  accomplish  his 
purpose  quite  useless — for  Mr.  Lamar’s  hands 
had  the  strength  of  a vice — threw  himself 
forward,  and  turning  the  point  of  his  weapon, 
plunged  it  into  his  own  breast.  Margaret 
was  at  his  side  in  a second,  and  his  blood 
flowed  over  her  arms,  and  stained  her  white 
hands.  0 my  God  ! what  is  this  ? " ex- 
claimed Mr.  Hamilton,  scarce  yet  under- 
standing the  fearful  scene,  while  Alice,  who 
had  seen  it  all  at  a glance,  walked  to  and 
11 
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fro,  wringing  her  hands  in  hopeless  anguish. 
Frederick  answered  his  father  with  a frantic 
laugh,  an  oath  hoarsely  gurgling  in  his 
throat,  and  then  fell  back  a ghastly  corpse. 
Margaret  neither  shrieked  nor  wept,  but  for 
a moment  stood  white  and  rigid  as  marble, 
her  hands  clasped  so  tightly  together,  it 
seemed  as  if  they  would  never  part  ; then 
with  a low  sigh  sank  insensible  at  his  feet. 

When  consciousness  returned  she  was  in 
her  own  room.  It  all  seemed  like  a dream, 
and  but  for  the  blood  stains  on  her  clothes, 
she  would  have  thought  it  that.  But,  alas, 
it  was  too  real.  She  rose  up,  gently  putting 
aside  those  who  would  have  helped  her,  and 
with  the  first  impulse  knelt  for  a moment  at 
the  foot  of  her  crucifix,  scarcely  to  pray,  she 
was  too  bewildered  for  that,  but  the  very 
act  was  a silent  supplication.  Margaret ! 
Margaret  ! where  are  you  going  ? ''  called 
her  father,  as  she  crossed  the  room.  He  had 
been  sitting  behind  the  curtains,  with  his 
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head  buried  in  his  hands,  but  now  he  tot- 
tered towards  her,  as  she  opened  her  arms  to 
receive  him,  laid  his  head  upon  her  shoulder, 
and  wept  like  a child.  Poor  Papa  ! she 
repeated  over  and  over,  so  tenderly  putting 
back  his  hair — it  had  turned  white  as  snow 
in  that  moment  of  horror — that  he  looked 
up  into  her  face  with  a sudden  dread  that 
her  mind  was  wandering.  But  she  was  only 
stunned.  Together  the  father  and  daughter 
went  down  into  the  room  where  they  had 
laid  Frederick.  Hours  had  passed  over  Mar- 
garet in  that  deathlike  swoon,  and  now  the  " 
softly  flushed  light  of  dawn  was  coming  in 
through  the  unclosed  windows,  and  as  she 
put  back  the  sheet  which  had  been  thrown 
over  the  corpse,  it  lay  full  upon  the  ghastly 
face,  revealing  the  deep  gash  in  the  cheek, 
and  the  fearful  scowl  on  the  brow,  which 
even  deatlf  s hand  had  not  smoothed  away. 
Mr.  Hamilton  shuddered  as  he  gazed  ; he 
could  scarce  repress  the  cry  of  anguish  that 
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rose  to  his  lips,  and  wondered  at  Margaret^s 
pale  tranquillity.  But  for  the  exceeding 
mournfulness  of  her  eyes,  brimming  with  un- 
shed tears,  he  would  have  thought  her  too^ 
bewildered  even  to  feel.  She  was  not  that, 
but  the  certainty  of  his  awful  doom,  his 
eternity  of  woe,  wrapped  her  in  too  blank  a 
feeling  of  horror  to  be  expressed  ; and  yet, 
It  is  just ! it  is  just,’^  kept  ringing  in  her 
heart,  an  unspoken  tribute  to  the  outraged 
majesty  of  God,  a protest  against  any  wild 
questioning  of  Providence  which  might  flit 
through  her  tortured  mind.  Margaret, 
dear ! Do  not  look  so  strange,^^  said  her 
father  at  last,  drawing  her  away.  Come 
and  rest ! Let  us  go  from  this  fearful 
sight ! ''  As  if  it  could  be  shut  out  by  closed 
doors,  or  driven  away  by  sleep  ! It  was  be- 
fore Margaret  day  and  night  for  months. 

Where  is  Alice  ? she  asked,  I must 
go  to  her  now.  Try  and  rest.  Papa,  I will 
come  to  you  again. 
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Alice  was  pacing  her  chamber,  moaning, 
and  wringing  her  hands  in  uncontrollable  woe. 
She  would  not  be  comforted.  No  words  that 
Margaret  could  speak  would  soothe  her  ; 
there  was  little  indeed  of  comfort  in  them, 
for  what  hope  was  there  to  give  ? She  felt 
too  utterly  desolate  herself  to  do  more  than 
win  her  to  rest  by  the  gentlest  caressing. 
It  did  its  work  at  last,  that  tender  touch 
of  hands  and  lips  to  the  hot  feverish  brow 
of  the  widowed  girl,  and  she  slept  from  very 
exhaustion.  Margaret  could  not  do  that, 
she  felt  that  others  must  be  thought  of  be- 
fore self.  With  a slow,  firm  step,  as  if 
nerved  for  all  that  might  come,  she  crossed 
the  hall  to  Hortense's  chamber.  Her  night 
lamp  was  still  burning,  the  curtains  of  her 
bed  undrawn.  She  put  them  back,  to  see 
the  dark  cold  face,  haughtier  and  more  scorn- 
ful now  that  the  proud  will  which  kept  every 
nerve  in  subjection  was  at  rest.  They  were 
free  now,  and  the  thin  lips  moved,  and  the 
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heavy  brows  contracted,  as  if  with  some 
troubled  sleeping  fancy.  Margaret  thought 
she  was  at  last  touched,  that  her  icy  nature 
was  at  last  thawed,  and  scarce  conscious  of 
her  act,  grasped  one  jewelled  hand  that  lay 
on  the  counterpane.  0 Hortense  ! Is  it 
not  awful  ? Are  you  not  sorry  for  your 
Papa  ? That  thought  was  uppermost, 
through  all  to  make  her  father  happier.  Mrs. 
Hamilton's  eyes  unclosed,  and  then  her  face 
wore  its  usual  impenetrable  look. 

Marguerite,  why  did  you  wake  me  ? I 
can  be  of  no  use,  nor  you  either.  Let  the 
servants  attend  to  Frederick.  I am  sure 
while  he  was  alive  he  did  not  overwhelm  us 
with  attentions.  Go  to  bed,  child  ! go  to 
bed  ! ''  She  turned  away,  and  composed 
herself  to  sleep  again. 

A sudden  stilling  of  her  heart, -then  a 
quickening  throb  that  sent  the  blood  madly 
through  every  vein,  and  Margaret's  calmness 
was  broken  down.  At  last  the  tears  came, 
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a little  burning  floods  but  it  was  better  than 
the  rigidity  that  was  settling  oh  her  pale 
young  face.  She  fled  to  her  own  room^  and 
barring  the  door,  knelt  there  before  the  cross, 
and  the  Mother  of  sorrows,  sobbing  but  those 
two  dear  names,  Jesus  ! Mary  ! It  was 
the  prayer  of  a bruised  human  heart,  and 
He  who  cried  aloud  in  his  bitter  agony,  and 
she  who  stood  in  speechless  sorrow  at  the 
foot  of  His  cross,  refused  not  to  hear.  Other 
words  were  needless,  they  were  more  power- 
ful than  all  others  could  have  been,  and 
Margaret,  kneeling  there,  asking  nothing, 
but  only  clinging  in  her  helplessness  to  the 
feet  of  Jesus,  felt  strength  returning,  and 
calmness,  and  the  quiet  thoughtfulness  for 
others,  which  had  for  a while  been  stifled  by 
selfish  grief  She  went  to  her  father  again, 
and  then  for  the  first  time  noticed  the  change 
that  one  night  had  made,  the  whitened  hair, 
and  the  lines  ploughed  in  his  forehead,  and 
the  helpless  weakness  of  his  gait.  He  looked 
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as  if  years  of  desolation  had  passed  over 
him. 

All  that  long  bright  May-day,  while  the 
sun  gladdened  the  earth,  and  the  soft  wind 
was  busy  unfurling  the  leaves,  Margaret  and 
her  father,  and  Alice,  sat  together  sharing 
and  soothing  as  best  they  might  each  other's 
sorrows.  Hortense  came  in  once  or  twice, 
but  did  not  stay  long  ; it  was  no  place  for 
her,  that  still,  darkened  chamber,  with  its 
stricken  mourners,  and  whenever  Ally's  bursts 
of  passionate  grief  were  calmed,  and  Mr. 
Hamilton  forgot  in  the  sleep  he  so  much 
needed,  that  death  was  his  guest,  Margaret 
went  down  to  look  at  her  brother,  and  weep 
in  hopeless  sorrow  over  him.  But  never  for 
a moment  doubting  that  he  had  carved  out 
his  own  awful  destiny,  never  forgetting  that 
his  own  hand  had  sent  his  sin-laden  soul 
before  the  tribunal  of  God,  or  that  it  was 
more  just  to  deplore  the  outrage  he  had  of- 
fered the  Deity  in  madly  casting  back  the 


SUDDEN  RETEIBUTION. 


129 


boon  of  life,  than  the  injury  he  had  done 
himself.  All  this  was  distinct  in  thought 
aud  belief,  and  yet  human  feeling  could  not 
keep  back  the  mournful  cry,  0 brother  ! 
brother ! ” 

And  so  the  day  went  by  slowly  and  wearily 
enough.  In  the  evening,  when  Margaret 
went  to  Hortense,  she  was  trying  on  her 
mourning  dress.  It  was  really  a provok- 
ing thing  for  Fred  to  do,^^  she  said  petu- 
lantly ; I look  like  a mulatto  in  black,  but 
thank  goodness,  he  is  only  a stepson,  and 
I need  not  wear  it  long.'^ 
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THE  CRASH — ADVERSITY. 

The  funeral  was  over.  Wondering  ac- 
quaintances had  come  and  sat  in  the  dark- 
ened parlor,  and  a few  more  intimate  friends 
had,  with  unavailing  kindness,  tried  to 
comfort  Alice  and  Margaret,  and  an  Epis- 
copalian minister  had  spoken  long,  and 
perhaps,  to  other  ears,  eloquently,  upon  the 
uncertain  tenure  of  life.  But  Margaret  was 
thinking  all  the  while  of  a grand,  solemn, 
funeral  service,  full  of  mystic  meaning ; the 
sorrowful  but  not  hopeless  cry  of  the  Mise- 
rere ; the  incense  mounting  like  prayer ; 
the  blessed  lights,  and  above  all,  the  ^^Lamb 
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without  stain/'  offered  up  as  a victim  of 
propitiation  for  the  departed  soul^  and  to 
her  the  finely  rounded  sentences  were  very 
cold  and  meaningless.  Why  speak  of  the 
blessed  hereafter/'  as  if  he  who  lay  in  his 
coffin,  stark  and  cold,  had  any  claim  to 
that ; as  if  they  who  wept  for  him  were  like 
them  to  whom  the  apostle  said,  Mourn 
not  like  those  who  have  no  hope."  Almost 
sick  at  heart,  she  turned  away. 

But,  it  was  all  over  now.  The  hearse 
had  borne  its  lifeless  burden  to  the  grave  ; 
the  long  line  of  carriages  had  dispersed, 
and  the  mourners  were  once  more  at  home. 
How  bleak  and  dreary  it  seemed ! AKce, 
worn  out  with  grief,  went  to  sleep  very 
soon ; Mr.  Hamilton  was  like  a child  in 
Margaret's  hands.  She  soothed  him  into 
quietude,  and  as  Hortense  had  gone  to  her 
own  room,  was  left  alone  to  face  the  desola- 
tion that  seemed  gathering  around.  A ' 
weight  had  suddenly  fallen  upon  her  spirits. 
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SO  crushing  their  lightness  and  mirth^  that 
she  felt  they  could  never  again  be  so  buoy- 
ant. Years  could  not  have  given  that 
•young  heart  more  experience,  or  a clearer 
insight  into  the  circumstances  of  life,  than 
vthose  few  hours  of  intense  suffering ; nor 
could  all  the  wisdom  or  philosophy  of  this 
world  have  so  nerved  her  to  bear  the  heavy 
load  being  lain  upon  her  shoulders,  as  her 
silent,  helpless  clinging  to  the  cross.  Her 
faith  was  the  only  bright  spot  in  the  cloudy 
sky,  the  only  island  in  the  raging  waters  ; 
and,  as  it  had  been  in  prosperity  the  very 
sunlight  of  her  life,  the  source  of  all  her 
happy  light-heartedness,  so  now,  in  the  hour 
of  adversity,  it  was  her  only  comfort,  her 
only  hope. 

One  day,  about  a week  after  her  brother's 
death,  Margaret  sat  alone  in  the  back  room, 
which  had  always  been  her  favorite  haunt. 
The  piano  had  been  closed  since  that  fatal 
night,  and  the  flowers  she  had  held  in  her 
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hand;  when  Etienne  led  her  there,  still  lay 
on  the  floor,  withered  and  scentless.  Mr. 
Lamar  had  just  told  her  good-bye,  perhaps 
for  ever,  as  he  had  said  once  before ; and 
she  was  wearily  folding  up  the  work  she 
had  been  busy  with,  for  it  was  the  hour  at 
which  she  usually  visited  the  cathedral. 
Before,  she  was  done,  her  father  came  in 
with  a wild,  haggard  look,  that  reminded 
her  of  her  dead  brother. 

Papa,  are  you  ill  ? Has  any  thing 
happened  ? ” was  her  hurried  greeting. 
He  passed  his  hand  over  his  forehead,  with 
a bewildered  air,  saying,  bitterly,  ^^It  has 
come  at  last ! Margaret,  it  has  coiiie  ! Do 
not  leave  me  ! He  grasped  her  hand,  as 
if  fearful  she  would  go. 

am  not  going  away,  j)apa.  Tell  me 
what  troubles  you  ? '' 

Oh  ! I am  ruined,  child  ! To-morrow, 
there  are  thousands  of  dollars  due  ; bills  to 
be  paid  that  I cannot  put  off,  and  here  is 
12 
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all  I have.”  He  dashed  a handful  of  gold 
coins  on  the  floor,  and  trampled  upon  them 
as  he  strode  up  and  down  with  faltering 
step.  Oh ! fool  that  I have  been,  to 
lavish  and  waste  on  Hortense,  and  keep 
nothing  for  you.  Margaret,  she  will  never 
be  able  to  bear  this.  What  shall  I do  ? ” 

Whatever  is  most  just,  papa  ! Have 
you  not  property  enough  to  satisfy  your 
creditors  ? ” 

No.  All  that  is  worth  any  thing  is 
gone.  I have  sold  it  by  piecemeal,  with  the 
vain  hope  of  warding  off  this  calamity,  and 
to  gratify  Hortense^s  whims.  I have  never 
had  courage  to  refuse  her  any  thing. 
Every  costly  bauble  she  craved,  I have 
given;  every  extravagant  desire  I have 
gratified;  and  then,  Frederick,  sometimes 
by  frank  avowals  of  his  degrading  situation, 
sometimes  by  forging  my  name  to  notes, 
which  I paid,  rather  than  expose  him, 
helped  to  drain  the  coffers  that  Hortense,  in 
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her  insolent  pride,  still  thinks  full  to  the 
brim. 

I have  absolutely  nothing,  Margaret, 
but  those  few  petty  hundreds,  and  some 
lots  in  the  western  part  of  the  city.  They 
will  be  worth  an  immense  sum  in  a few 
years ; but  I must  give  them  up,  I sup- 
pose.^' 

And  there  is  the  homestead,  papa,  and 
this  home  with  the  furniture,  surely  altoge- 
ther will  be  enough  to  pay  your  debts."' 

^^You  have  no  idea  of  their  amount, 
dear.  It  will  not  do.  Do  you  think,  child, 
I would  suffer  them  to  touch  the  homestead.^ 
It  has  been  yours  for  years  ; they  cannot 
suspect  me  of  the  meanness  of  giving  it  to 
you  now,  to  save  it  from  the  general  wreck. 
No  ! no  ! It  shall  not  be  touched." 

Oh  ! papa,  indeed,  I care  little  for  it, 
if  it  will  help  you.  Let  them  take  all, 
^papa  ; it  is  but  just.  We  will  be  happier 
without  the  wealth  that  makes  so  much 
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misery  and  distrust  in  the  world.  You 
and  I,  papa^  can  surely  make  a comfortable 
living  for  Alice  and  Hortense.  You  do  not 
know  how  I can  work,  papa.^^ 

Hortense  ! he  exclaimed,  with  a bit- 
ter laugh.  ^^She  will  never  consent  to 
leave  this  house  for  an  humbler  one  ; to 
pass  day  after  day  in  the  dull  monotony 
of  duty.  Margaret,  you  are  a noble- 
hearted  girl,  and  cannot  understand  her 
nature.  Even  I,  after  years  of  experience, 
can  never  believe  it  as  callous  and  ungrate- 
ful as  it  seems.  She  will  not  offer  to  give 
up  that  which  she  may  lawfully  claim,  as 
you  have  done.  Mark  me,  child  ! she  will 
say  this  house  and  all  its  glittering  gew- 
gaws are  hers. 

Oh  ! the  terrible  disgrace  of  this 
failure  ! If  I could  but  have  avoided  it ! 
he  added,  vehemently.  have  seen  it 
coming  for  months,  Margaret,  and  have 
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tried  to  defer  it^  at  least  for  your  sake.  ^ 
All  this  sorrow  will  so  darken  your  life.''^ 

^^No,  papa/"  she  said,  quietly.  .^^The  light 
of  life  does  not  come  from  exterior  causes. 
Do  not  be  sorry  for  me.  I shall  bear  it  very 
well.  Only  I hope  you  will  be  able  to  do 
justice  to  all."" 

He  shook  his  head  despondingly,  while 
she  stooped  to  gather  up  the  scattered  gold. 

Margaret/"  he  said,  after  a moment"s 
silence,  will  you  go  to  Hortense  for  me  ? 
Tell  her  all,  dear  ; do  not  palliate  the  evil. 
Perhaps  it  will  waken  her  up.""  She  saw 
that  in  spite  of  his  assurance  to  the  contrary, 
he  still  hoped  this  dark  hour  of  affliction 
would  prove  his  wife  not  unworthy  of  all 
the  affection  he  had  lavished  upon  her,  and 
with  a silent  kiss  she  left  him,  to  try  her 
utmost  to  stir  up  Hortense"s  stagnant  feel- 
ings, if  that  was  at  all  possible. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  listlessly  turning  over 
the  fashion  plates  of  a magazine  when  she 
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entered  her  room.  Marguerite  ! what  have 
you  been  doing  all  the  morning  ? Come 
and  see  these  lovely  styles.  Is  not  that  man- 
tle graceful  ? It  would  suit  you  to  perfec- 
tion ; hut  I suppose  they  will  not  come 
out  for  mourning.  I have  been  to  Wade’s 
to-day,  ordering  a beautiful  piece  of  India 
muslin  for  you — you  can’t  wear  heavy 
mourning  in  summer — and  it  will  be  very 
becoming  trimmed  with  black.  What  does 
Mr.  Hamilton  say  about  taking  us  to  Nia- 
gara next  month.” 

Nothing.  But  I know  there  is  no 
possibility  of  his  doing  so,”  said  Margaret. 

Hortense,  put  that  away  for  a moment,  I 
want  to  tell  you  something.  Do  you  know 
that  papa  has  lost  every  thing  he  is  worth 
in  the  world  ? To-morrow  his  name  wdll 
be  blazoned  over  the  city  as  a bankrupt.” 

She  spoke  abruptly,  hoping  to  startle 
Mrs.  Hamilton.  But  the  dark  face  was 
perfectly  still.  bankrupt  Well, 
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that  certainly  is  a pretty  pass  to  come  to  ! 
What  is  he  going  to  do  now  ? 

Oh ! Hortense,  what  can  he  do  but 
give  up  all  he  has^  and  be  at  least  just  in 
as  much  as  he  can  ; and  then,  with  our 
assistance,  begin  the  world  anew.  He  is 
very  old  for  that,^^  she  added,  with  a sigh. 

If  I could  prevent  this  necessity  ; if  my 
unceasing  labor  could  procure  him  rest  for 
the  years  that  remain,  I would  be  indeed 
blessed.'' 

That  is  just  like  your  usual  romance. 
Marguerite,"  said  Hortense,  scornfully. 

Well,  I shall  not  do  that.  He  had  no  busi- 
ness marrying  again  if  he  could  not  support 
a wife.  One  blessing ! This  house  is  mine  ; 
it  was  bought  in  my  name,  and  the  furni- 
ture too ; so  they,  of  course,  cannot  be 
touched.  And  the  homestead  is  yours,  but 
the  rent  of  that  will  only  support  you  in 
very  democratic  style.  And  what  will  I do.^ 
I declare  it  is  abominable  !" 
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Yes,  the  house  is  yours  ! ""  said  Marga- 
ret, with  a sorrowful  glance  around  the 
spacious  and  gorgeous  chamber.  It  was 
papa's  marriage  gift,  was  it  not  ? " 

The  proud  woman  winced  under  Marga- 
ret's unconscious  irony.  Hortense,"  she 
said,  presently,  ^^come  and  tell  papa  that 
you  do  not  care  very  much  about  it.  We 
have  all  helped  to  ruin  him.  There  has 
been  too  much  extravagance." 

Did  he  say  that  ? " interrupted  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  quickly. 

Can  you  not  see  that  there  has  been  ? " 
asked  Margaret.  Thousands  spent  for 
our  dress,  for  parties  and  pleasures  that 
were  called  such,  but  were  really  none. 
And  then,  Fred  ! " she  added,  with  a burst 
of  tears.  Hortense,  if  you  have  a heart 
at  all,  you  must  feel  for  papa  now.  Come 
to  him  ! " She  seized  her  hand  eagerly, 
and  would  have  led  her  to  the  door. 
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NO;  Marguerite.  It  is  his  place  to  come 
to  me  ; I have  never  wronged  him. 

She  saw  it  was  a hopeless  task  ; her  en- 
treaties would  be  of  no  avails  and  she  went 
down  again  with  an  expression  on  her  face 
that  told  her  father  her  ill  success^  before 
her  words  confirmed  it. 

Never  mind,  dear,  he  said,  as  if  worn 
out  with  long-enduring  suffering.  You 
are  my  all  now  ! Go  and  w^lk,  Margaret, 
it  is  very  pleasant  out. 

Can  I not  do  any  thing  for  you,  papa  ? 

^^Not  now,  he  answered  with  a kind  of 
quiet  resignation  that  had  become  habitual, 
I can  do  nothing  myself  yet,  I must  rest. 

There  was  but  one  walk  she  cared  to  take, 
one  point  to  which  her  heart  was  attracted, 
the  dark  old  church ; and  there  she  went, 
hurrying  through  the  few  thronged  squares 
she  had  to  traverse  on  Fourth  street,  and  up 
the  less  frequented  ones  on  Sycamore,  as  one 
bent  on  a mission  of  life  and  death.  She 
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longed  to  be  within  those  consecrated  walls — 
shut  in  from  all  the  grief  and  anxiety  that 
had  so  suddenly  come  upon  her.  And  when 
safe  there,  kneeling  on  the  steps  without  the 
rail,  she  wept  such  tears  as  a grieved  child 
might  shed  in  the  arms  of  its  best  friend. 
She  was  alone  with  her  Friend,  without 
thought  of  any  other  presence,  and  in  spirit 
laying  her  aching  head  on  his  adorable  breast, 
she  sobbed  herself  into  quietude.  It  was 
rest  indeed ! And  more  than  the  deepest 
repose ; for  after  the  gush  of  tears,  the  al- 
most uttered  cry  of  pain,  came  the  full  tide 
of  consolation.  It  was  as  if  she  had  been 
folded  in  so  close  an  embrace  that  she  could 
feel  every  pulsation  of  his  mighty  heart,  as 
if  his  divine  lips  had  been  pressed  upon  her 
brow,  and  stilled  for  ever  its  feverish  throb- 
bings  ; as  if  the  voice  which  awes  into  si- 
lence the  angelic  choirs  of  heaven  was  sooth- 
ing her  in  low,  tender  accents.  Those  few 
swift-passing  moments  of  intense  delight, 
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were  cheaply  purchased  by  the  trials  she  had 
gone  through,  and  when  she  rose  to  go,  it 
was  with  a conviction  that  years  of  torture 
would  not  be  too  much  to  win  such  peace 
again.  She  could  face,  now,  the  seemingly 
impenetrable  darkness  before  her.  The 
dreary  life,  the  weight  of  care,  she  felt  must 
hereafter  rest  upon  her. 


The  announcement  of  Mr.  Hamilton's  fail- 
ure created  a sensation  which  would  not  be 
understood  Dow.  Such  things  were  not  the 
every  day  occurrence  ; men  had  not  grown 
perfectly  shameless  in  their  robberies  ; there 
were  no  so-called  bankers  filling  their  pock- 
ets with  the  wages  of  honest  laborers,  and 
leaving  instead,  empty  vaults  and  worthless 
bonds ; no  merchants  revelling  in  princely 
pomp,  while  those  whom  they  defrauded, 
dragged  out  lives  of  want  and  misery.  Pearl 
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street  was  in  an  uproar,  and  the  fashionable 
l^romenades  on  Fourth  had  quite  an  exciting 
theme  for  conversation. 

Mr.  Hamilton,  writhing  under  the  merest 
glance  he  met,  shunned  every  one  as  much 
as  possible,  and  even  Hortens  e,  with  all  her 
insolence,  felt  it  necessary  to  keep  the  house 
for  a few  days.  But,  at  last,  it  became  an 
old  thing, — wonder  and  surprise  died  out. 
The  creditors  met,  and  took  all  that  was  to 
be  had,  scarce  more  than  half  of  their  dues  ; 
for  the  homestead  and  the  house  they  occu- 
pied were  legally  exempted,  and  her  father 
would  not  suffer  Margaret  to  give  up  the 
little  that  she  possessed  ; and  when  all  was 
settled,  she,  with  the  energy  that  had  been 
so  unexpectedly  called  into  existence,  regu- 
lated things  anew.  The  houseshold  servants 
were  dismissed,  all  the  plate  which  had  be- 
longed to  her  mother  sold  to  pay  their  wages, 
and  jewelry,  which  she  had  seldom  worn  and 
never  cared  for,  disposed  of,  to  meet  their 
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daily  expenses.  Hortense  was  not  at  all 
satisfied  with  these  new  arrangements  ; they 
were  preposterous  and  absurd,  and 
she  seemed  disposed  to  question  Margaret^s- 
right  to  act  the  mistress  in  her  house, 

But,  Hortense,  I have  touched  nothing- 
of  yours,  I have  not  interfered  with  your 
comfort.  We  must  have  food,  and  there  is- 
no  way  of  procuring  it  just  now  but  that  I 
have  taken.  And  why  keep  servants  when 
we  have  not  a farthing  to  pay  them  ? was 
Margaret's  answer  to  her  complaints. 

Mrs.  Hamilton  did  not  contradict  her,, 
but  was  silent  and  gloomy  for  days.  She 
came  to  her  husband  and  Margaret  one  day,, 
while  they  were  talking  over  their  prospects. 
Mr.  Hamilton  was  growing  more  resigned 
seeing  things  in  a pleasanter  light,  as  Mar- 
garet's cheerful  disposition  was  removing,, 
one  by  one,  the  seeming  difficulties  in  his 
way. 

First  of  all,  papa,"  Margaret  was  say- 
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ing,  when  Mrs.  Hamilton  came  in, 
must  do  our  best  to  pay  every  cent  you 
owe.  I am  sure  I can  find  out  some  way 
of  making  money,  and  we  can  live  on  very 
little.  Poor  Ally  was  saying  to-day,  she 
v/ished  she  was  strong  enough  to  work  too  ; 
but  she  must  not  do  that.  I can  do  her 
share  and  mine  too ; and  if  you  take  the 
clerkship  they  have  offered  you,  that  salary, 
which  will  be  a certainty,  can  all  be  laid 
by  towards  paying  your  debts.  Oh  ! well 
have  a nice  time.  All  be  as  busy  as  bees. 
We  won't  care  a snap  for  fashionable  society, 
will  we  Hortense  ? " 

Mrs.  Hamilton  was  silent,  but  her  lip 
curled.  ^^At  least,"  continued  Margaret, 
with  the  bright  glow  of  enthusiasm  lighting 
up  her  beautiful  face,  “ at  least  we  will 
not  care  for  parties,  and  concerts,  and  such 
things.  Of  course,  Hortense,  we  will  al- 
ways be  glad  to  see  our  friends  ; but  as  we 
cannot  entertain  them  as  we  used  to,  they 
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will  hardly  expect  us  to  frequent  their 
parties.'’" 

Mrs.  Hamilton  laughed.  I don"t  think, 
Miss  Simplicity,  that  your  fashionable 
friends  will  trouble  you  much.  I hope  you 
have  other  society  to  depend  upon."" 

Oh  ! yes,""  she  answered  ; there  are 
plenty  of  pleasant  people  going  to  the 
cathedral,  who  never  visit  the  Lanmans  and 
Stanleys,  and  that  set.  I like  them  the 
better  for  it."" 

^^Mr.  Hamilton,""  said  Hortense,  when 
Margaret  had  finished,  I have  been  con- 
sidering the  ways  and  means  of  getting 
along  since  your  failure,  and  I see  but  one 
course  likely  to  bring  comfort  to  either  of 
us.  I think  we  had  better  separate,  each 
going  as  it  may  seem  fit.  We  have  never 
been  romantically  in  love,  so  neither  will 
feel  the  other’s  loss.  I will  go  to  Hew 
York  for  the  summer,  and  rent  the  house — 
indeed  the  Stanleys  have  already  engaged 
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it — and  that  will  be  something  for  me  to 
depend  upon.  You  and  Margaret  and 
Alice,  with  fewer  wants  will  have  quite  as 
much — the  homestead.  I intend  leaving 
Cincinnati  in  three  weeks,  and  have  told 
you  thus  early  that  you  may  make  what- 
ever arrangements  you  think  proper/'  It 
was  all  spoken  in  her  quiet  measured  tones  ; 
not  a tremor  in  the  clear  voice,  not  a sha- 
dow of  feeling  in  the  cold  face.  Margaret 
was  thunderstruck ; she  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve she  heard  aright,  or  that  Hortense  was 
in  earnest.  And  yet,  it  was  a strange  way 
of  jesting. 

Have  I heard  all  ? " asked  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton, slowly.  Is  it  a divorce  you  want, 
Hortense  ? " 

^^I  merely  said  a separation,"  she  an- 
swered ; hut  of  course  a divorce  would  he 
better.  There  is  so  little  congeniality  in 
our  dispositions,  that  even  if  prosperity 
returned,  I hardly  think  we  would  care  to 
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resume  our  present  connection.  It  is  better 
that  we  should  both  be  free.^' 

It  is  because  I am  unfortunate,  then, 
that  you  leave  me  ! Because  I am  poor 
and  heart-broken,  and  need  a friend,  that 
you  desert  me  ! Let  me  speak,  Margaret,^' 
he  continued,  as  she  bent  over  him,  and 
her  tears  fell  fast  upon  his  face.  I will 
do  any  thing  you  wish,  Hortense.  I do 
not  object  to  a divorce  ; but  you  know  I 
have  nothing  to  settle  upon  you.’^ 

^^I  do  not  ask  it,^"  she  said.  Of  course 
you  can  all  stay  here  until  I go.  But  the 
Stanleys  wish  to  come  in  as  soon  as  possible 
after  that.  I will  see  you  again,  I suppose. 
This  week  I spend  in  Newport,  and  the 
next  with  Bertha  Lanman.^" 

Mr.  Hamilton  sat  quite  still  until  the 
last  sound  of  her  footsteps  died  on  the  stair- 
way ; and  then,  springing  up,  with  a loud 
cry,  Margaret ! Margaret ! she  has  killed 
me ! ''  fell  in  convulsions  at  her  feet. 
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It  was  more  than  a week  before?  he  could 
leave  his  room  after  that  most  heartless 
proceeding  of  Hortense's,  and  then  he  was 
but  a wreck  of  himself ; his  intellect  was 
impaired,  his  health  broken  down.  And 
Margaret  had  shed  more  bitter  tears  in 
that  one  week,  than  in  all  the  years  of  her 
life  before.  But  for  the  sweet  knowledge 
of  God's  providence,  His>  watchful  care, 
His  tender  love,  she  would  have  been  ut- 
terly crushed.  She  had  to  think  and  act 
for  others  now  ; for  neither  her  father  nor 
Alice  were  fit  to  do  so,  and  that  kept  mind 
and  hands  busy.  The  divorce  was  procured, 
upon  what  plea  she  never  cared  to  know,  but 
it  was  not  effected  just  then,  not  until  later 
in  the  summer,  when  Margaret  had  crossed 
the  threshold  of  her  new  self-sacrificing  life. 


IX. 


THE  CHILDHOOD  HOME. 

They  went  back  to  the  old  homestead  in 
the  glowing  days  of  June,  Margaret  and  her 
father  and  Alice,  the  three  bound  close  to 
each  other  by  the  sorrows  that  had  fallen 
upon  them.  There  was  a wild  beauty  in  the 
place  ; the  grass  high  and  thickly  matted  ; 
the  purple  and  crimson  and  pale  pink  ver- 
benas, long  free  from  bondage,  running 
through  it  as  they  willed,  some  braver  than 
the  rest  peeping  up  here  and  there  as  if  to 
see  what  was  going  on  around  them  ; the 
rose  bushes  weighed  down  by  their  luxuriant 
bloom ; the  honey-suckles  climbing  recklessly 
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over  fences  and  porches  and  up  to  second 
story  windows ; and,  above  all,  the  old  stately 
trees  shading  with  a dreamy  glare  the  long- 
deserted  paths.  The  shadowy  light  was  in- 
doors too,  for  the  dust  of  months  had  accu- 
mulated upon  the  windows,  and  spiders  had 
hung  their  airy  drapery  from  every  nook  and 
corner.  The  ashes  of  the  year  gone  by  were 
on  the  hearths,  and  over  the  floors  where  the 
frolicsome  March  winds  had  tossed  them 
when  the  last  occupants  left ; and  shut  in  as 
the  house  was  from  the  busy  thoroughfares 
of  the  city,  so  far  back  from  the  very  street 
on  which  it  was  situated,  that  passing  vehi- 
cles could  scarce  be  heard,  it  seemed  like 
some  ruin  of  olden  times,  desolate  and  de- 
cayed. Alice  shuddered  and  said,  ^^It  is 
very  dreary  here. 

Taking  a hand  of  each  as  if  leading  two 
weary  children,  Margaret  took  them  into  a 
room  which  she  had  had  cleaned  and  fur- 
nished. It  was  one  her  mother  had  used,  a 
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bright,  cheerful  apartment,  in  the  south- 
western corner  of  the  house,  with  windows 
opening  on  both  sides,  so  that  the  winter  sun 
streamed  in  the  whole  day  long,  and  in  sum-^ 
mer  when  the  western  shutters  were  un- 
closed, it  sent  its  flaming  light,  softened  by 
the  shadows  of  the  trees,  athwart  the  floor. 
It  lay  there  now  in  many  a broken  band, 
and  shed  an  upward  halo  upon  the  walls 
with  their  dark  oak  wainscoting  and  cor- 
nices, just  as  when  Margaret  was  a child, 
dancing  after  the  sparkling  moths,  that  ever 
eluded  her  grasp.  The  old  piano  stood  in 
its  accustomed  place,  the  queer  heavy  table 
with  twisted  legs  at  which  they  had  read  in 
those  days,  and  which  Hortense  had  de- 
clared a monstrosity,  stood  in  the  centre  of 
the  room,  and  over  the  mantlepiece  and 
against  the  opposite  walls  hung  two  pic- 
tures, Mr.'Hamilton^s  gifts  to  his  dear  wife. 
One  a St.  John  Chrysostom,  painted  by  an 
old  man  with  genius  enough  to  have  won 
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renown  had  the  world  smiled  upon  him. 
That  it  did  not  is  little  matter  to  him  now, 
for  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death,  and  the 
cross  that  is  planted  upon  his  grave  is  an 
emblem  of  that  he  bore  so  bravely  through 
life.  Many  a time  Margaret  had  sat  at  his 
knee  and  listened  in  silent  wonder  to  his 
tremulous  voice  as  he  spoke  of  his  youth  and 
manhood,  and  now,  whenever  she  looked 
upon  his  work  and  recalled  his  broken  words 
and  sighs,  she  fancied  he  must  have  painted 
it,  in  some  hour  when  the  high  hope  of 
heaven  had  softened  without  obliteratiag 
earthly  sorrow.  There  was  a tender  glow  in 
the  dark  coloring  of  the  picture,  a sad  sweet- 
ness in  the  lips,  giving  a mournful  expression 
to  that  noble  face,  which  the  holy  light  in  the 
deep-set  eyes,  and  the  majestic  calmness  of 
the  brow,  could  not  change. 

The  other  was  her  own  portrait,  a joyous 
child,  tossing  among  flowers  scarce  brighter 
than  herself,  with  laughter  dimpling  her 
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glowing  face^  and  the  showers  of  golden  hair 
swept  back  as  if  by  the  wind.  They  faced 
each  other,  the  pictured  semblance  of  the 
glorious  saint  of  past  ages,  whose  hair  had 
grown  white  in  the  service  of  God,  and  who 
now  knelt  at  His  footstool  in  the  rapturous 
bliss  of  that  beatific  vision,  and  the  child 
unsullied  by  sin,  unsaddened  by  care.  And 
between  them  stood  the  living  Margaret, 
meek  in  her  sorrow  as  she  had  been  untaint- 
ed by  prosperity.  Immense  as  was  the  dis- 
tance between  them,  there  was  an  invisi- 
ble link  connecting  the  beatified  saint  in 
heaven  and  the  lowly  but  true-hearted  girl 
upon  earth.  One  Faith,  one  Father,  and 
one  God  ! Perchance  it  was  this  thought 
that  gave  Margaret  such  sweet  placidity,  as 
she  stood  amid  the  relics  of  by-gone  happi- 
ness, with  her  helpless  father  clinging  to  one 
hand,  and  her  broken-hearted  sister  to  the 
other. 

She  had  brought  in  flowers  early  in  the 
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afternoon.  Many-colored  roses,  dark,  blood- 
red,  and  pale  maiden  blushes,  and  the 
rich  full-shaded  one,  between  whose  fra- 
grance and  beauty  are  things  to  wonder 
at  and  love  ; starry  jessamines,  and  clus- 
ters of  heliotrope ; and  had  loaded  the 
table  with  the  books  her  father  best  loved, 
and  on  the  low  stand  put  a tiny  work- 
basket,  with  the  gossamer  embroidery. 
Ally's  fingers  were  so  often  busy  with. 
Nothing  was  wanting,  not  even  the  worn 
footstools,  and  the  lamp,  with  its  white 
shade  covered  with  vine  leaves  and  grapes, 
which  had  been  there  five  years  before,  and 
which  Margaret  had  stowed  away  as  pre- 
cious things. 

When  Mr.  Hamilton  sat  down  in  the 
chair  she  had  placed  for  him,  and  bent  over 
a book,  and  Alice,  more  worn  with  love 
than  fatigue,  lay  white  and  motionless  on 
the  sofa,  she  stole  out  into  the  garden  to 
be  alone  for  a little  while.  The  soft  pur- 
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pie  twilight  was  floating  down  like  a veil 
over  the  bright  face  of  day^  and  to  Margaret 
it  seemed  she  would  thenceforth  walk 
through  life^  in  as  dim  and  chastened  a light. 
No  more  unshadowed  sunshine  for  her ; 
never  again  such  a tempest  as  had  just  spent 
its  fury  on  her  jiath.  She  was  content  that 
this,  or  whatever  else  the  good  God  willed, 
should  be  ; and  yet,  as  she  walked  to  and 
I fro  beneath  the  alanthus  trees,  and  listened 
I to  the  rising  wind  in  their  branches,  her 
^ very  heart  sank  within  her,  and  the  tears 
so  long  repressed  for  the  sake  of  others, 
would  be  no  longer  kept  back,  and  with 
;i  her  arms  clasped  around  an  old  tree,  be- 
neath which  her  mother  had  often  sat,  and 
her  face  pressed  against  its  rough  bark,  she 
cried  until  the  quiet  stars  looked  down 
j upon  her  through  the  leaves.  One  uncon- 
I trollable  burst  of  grief  and  then  the  sorely- 
tried  heart  was  lifted  up  to  its  only  Friend, 
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and  its  throbbings  were  calmed  as  sbe 
thought  of  His  long  agony  in  Gethsemani. 

Oh,  wondrous  love  of  the  Incarnate 
Word  ! How  many  a human  spirit  is 
upborne  on  the  dark  waters  of  woe,  by  a 
glance  at  the  olive  garden,  and  the  judg- 
ment hall,  and  the  rugged  steep  of  Calvary  ! 

Margaret  dried  her  eyes,  and  putting 
back  the  hair  that  had  fallen  over  her  face, 
went  into  the  house  again.  Tea  was  un- 
tasted that  night,  and  the  lamp  was  not 
Ut.  The  three  sat  close  together  in  the 
shadow,  while  the  moonlight  streamed  into 
the  middle  of  the  floor ; Margaret  alone 
speaking  a few  q^uiet,  consoling  words. 

There  was  work  to  be  done  the  next 
day ; the  house  to  be  cleared  of  rubbish, 
and  plans  made  for  the  future.  Early  in 
the  morning,  Margaret,  with  their  one  ser- 
vant, for  they  were  now  too  poor  to  keep 
more,  began  her  task.  The  whole  house 
was  gone  through,  the  week’s  work  allotted 
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to  the  maid^  and  the  few  rooms  they  could 
afford  to  furnish^  selected.  And  then  Mar- 
garet^ flushed  from  her  exertions,  started  to 
Hortense's  to  pack  the  few  things  she  had 
left  in  her  room. 

There  was  but  a few  streets  to  cross  to 
be  there,  but  leagues  of  land  could  not  have 
separated  the  occupants  of  the  two  homes 
more  completely.  The  carriage  was  at  the 
door  when  she  got  there,  and  Hortense  in 
her  travelling  dress  stood  in  the  hall  giving 
orders. 

Marguerite,^^  she  said,  I am  glad  you 
have  come.  I wish  you  would  have  your 
things  moved,  for  the  auctioneer  will  be 
here  to-morrow  to  take  an  inventory,  and 
it  is  better  to  have  them  out  of  the  way. 
I am  just  starting  to  New  York  with  the 
Wilsons.'^ 

Margaret  burst  into  tears  ; she  could  not 
help  it,  and  Hortense  seemed  a little  moved, 
only  a little.  Marguerite,  I did  not  think 


V 


160 


THE  CHILDHOOD  HOME. 


you  cared  so  mucli  for  me.  Why  not  come 
with  me  ? I will  wait  a day  or  two  for 
you.^^ 

She  could  not  speab^  but  her  sad,  re- 
proachful look  more  than  answered  Mrs. 
Hamilton.  Well,  then,  good-bye  ! Don't 
forget  to  lock  your  door,  if  you  leave  any 
thing  in  the  room." 

Margaret  went  slowly  up  the  stairs,  still 
weeping,  and  almost  mechanically  emptied 
wardrobes  and  filled  up  trunks.  One  of 
the  servants,  the  only  one  who  remained  to 
attend  to  the  sale  of  Hortense's  furniture, 
offered  to  assist  her  in  packing,  but  she 
gently  declined,  and  did  it  all  herself ; and 
when  the  car  she  had  sent  for  came,  and 
took  away  her  trunks  and  the  few  articles 
of  furniture  she  possessed,  she  hastily 
glanced  at  the  beautiful  and  costly  things 
her  father  had  collected  with  such  care, 
scattered  in  confusion  every  where,  and 
went,  hoping  never  again  to  cross  the 
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threshold  of  that  ill-starred  house.  She 
was  very  tired  that  night,  and  slept  too 
soundly  even  to  dream,  and  it  was  so  for  a 
week  afterwards ; her  days  being  spent 
amid  new  household  duties,  and  her  even- 
ings in  amusing  Alice  and  her  father. 

The  rooms  on  the  first  floor  were  at  last 
fitted  up  in  a very  simple,  unostentatious 
style,  and  Margaret  began  to  think  of  some 
way  of  earning  a subsistence.  Her  father 
could  do  nothing,  but  was  rather  a drag 
upon  her,  monopolizing  her  time  and  atten- 
tion as  entirely  as  he  could.  He  was  grow- 
ing more  imbecile  every  day,  and  depended 
helplessly  on  her  exertions.  It  gave  her 
strength  and  courage.  One  day  after  her 
morning’s  work  was  done,  the  rooms  filled 
with  fresh  flowers.  Ally’s  pillows  arranged 
on  the  sofa,  and  her  work-stand  beside  it, 
and  her  father  seated  at  his  books,  she  went 
to  pay  her  usual  visit  to  the  Cathedral.  It 
was  her  only  resting  place  ; there  alone  was 
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the  load  of  care  laid  down,  and  the  sweet 
feeling  of  repose  enjoyed.  She  had  deter- 
mined upon  taking  a school ; many  of  her 
fashionable  acquaintances  lived  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  her  present  home,  and  she  hoped 
they  would  be  willing  to  trust  their  children 
to  her  ; and  with  a very  fervent  prayer  for 
success  she  left  the  Church,  to  go  in  search 
of  scholars.  Her  hopes  were  this  time  real- 
ized. No  one  could  refuse  the  request  so 
meekly  made  by  the  daughter  of  the  once 
aristocratic  Eobert  Hamilton,  but  each  won- 
dered exceedingly  that  she  had  courage  to 
make  it.  Wondered  that  she  who  had  been 
so  courted  and  admired  could  be  content 
in  the  lowly  sphere  she  was  henceforth  to 
move  in. 

Margaret  knew  not,  neither  would  she 
have  cared,  had  she  known  their  thoughts, 
but  went  home  at  noon  with  something  of 
the  old  sparkling  happiness  in  her  face,  to 
tell  Alice  she  had  the  promise  of  at  least  a 
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dozen  scholars.  ‘^Only  think^  Ally  dear/^ 
she  said,  ^^what  a time  I will  have  with 
such  a lot  of  little  folks  about  me  ! 

They  came  the  next  day,  little  girls  and 
hoys,  none  older  than  ten,  and  some  scarce 
four.  Margaret  gathered  all  the  low  chairs 
and  stools  she  had,  and  sat  with  the  bright- 
eyed  children  grouped  around  her.  And  so 
it  continued  through  all  the  loug  summer. 
That  quaint  old  school-room  would  have 
made  a lovely  picture.  There  was  no  stiff 
rows  of  desks  and  benches,  no  blackboard, 
nor  any  paraphernalia  of  learning,  but  al- 
ways a profusion  of  fragrant  flowers,  always 
gushes  of  sunshine,  and  the  musical  murmur 
of  sweet  young  voices.  Margaret  generally 
sat  on  a low  stool  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
surrounded  by  her  pets,  for  they  had  soon 
become  so  ; some  reading  from  the  book  she 
held  ; some  conning  spelling  lessons  that 
seemed  wonderful  performances  when  they 
were  learned ; and  others,  the  youngest  of 
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the  band,  dancing  in  and  out  as  then 
willed,  pelting  each  other  with  roses,  or  in 
the  height  of  a romp  stopping  to  steal  the 
comb  from  the  fair  Mistress's  head,  and 
laugh  merrily  when  the  heavy  masses  of 
hair  fell  down  over  neck  and  shoulders,  and 
swept  the  floor  with  its  rings  of  gold.  It 
was  not  the  least  of  their  enjoyment  that 
she  had  to  cease  her  patient  teaching  and 
gather  it  up  again,  nor  was  it  a very  hard 
penance  to  be  seated  close  beside  her,  their 
little  light  heads  nestling  against  her,  until 
some  new  whim  would  make  them  forget 
they  had  been  so  sweetly  reproved. 

And  so  the  summer  passed  away,  and  the 
autumn,  with  its  golden  haze  and  brilliant 
skies,  and  the  cold  dreary  winter,  set  in. 
Alice  had  never  recovered  from  the  shock 
her  health  and  nerves  had  sustained,  and 
now,  although  her  cheeks  were  flushed  at 
times,  and  her  soft  eyes  brighter  than  they 
had  ever  been,  Margaret  knew  it  was  but 
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the  autumn  glory  betokening  decay.  She 
was  quietly  nerving  her  heart  to  bear  the  new 
trial.  One  evening  she  had  taken  a short 
walk,  and  returned  to  find  Alice  weeping 
passionately  over  a book  she  held.  It  was 
one  of  those  simple,  touching  little  French 
books  which  we  see  so  often  now,  but  which 
were  very  rare  in  those  days. 

Margaret  had  brought  it  from  Nazareth 
with  her,  and  had  taken  it  from  her  desk 
that  morning,  to  look  again  over  the  fa- 
miliar plates  illustrating  the  gentle  tender- 
ness with  which  Jesus  leads  his  weary,  fiag- 
ging  followers  over  the  sharp  rocks  and 
frightful  precipices  in  their  path. 

Dear  Alice,  you  must  not  cry  so,  you 
will  make  yourself  ill.  Sit  down  here  and 
tell  me  how  you  like  my  book.  Is  it  not 
very  sweet  ? '' 

0 ! it  is  what  I have  wanted  so  long/^ 
she  exclaimed,  with  a fresh  burst  of  tears. 

Margaret,  we  never  had  such  things  in  the 
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cold^  formal  faith  I was  reared  in.  There  is 
nothing  so  tender  in  it;  all  it  can  do  for  a 
suffering,  fainting  heart  is  to  encase  it  in  ice. 
It  shows  us  the  Saviour  so  immeasurably 
above  us,  that  we  dare  not  throw  ourselves 
into  his  arms  ; it  hides  all  the  human  ten- 
derness that  is  so  very  alluring  in  Him. 
The  very  thought  of  it  is  something  to  rest 
upon.^^ 

Margaret  bent  down  her  head,  and  a Te 
unheard  by  earthly  ears,  went  up  from 
her  full  heart  to  the  throne  of  God. 

Margaret,  do  you  know  that  I have 
watched  you  ever  since  I first  knew  you,  and 
have  wondered  what  made  you  so  different 
from  other  people.  I can  guess  now.  0, 1 
must  be  a Catholic.  I have  not  long  to 
live,  and  it  would  be  terrible  to  think  my 
future  life  would  not  compensate  for  the 
sorrow  of  this.  I must  get  to  heaven  if 
only  for  the  sake  of  enjoying  your  company.” 
She  was  smiling  through  her  tears  now. 
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It  was  all  they  said  on  the  subject  then, 
for  Alice  grew  too  weak  to  talk,  and  Mr. 
Hamilton  came  in  and  claimed  Margaret's 
attention.  But  the  next  day  the  bishop 
came  to  see  them,  as  he  had  often  done  of 
late,  and  while  walking  down  the  long  path 
with  him,  Margaret  told  him  Ally's  wish. 
He  sent  her  books  to  read,  and  came  sev^ 
eral  times  a week  to  give  her  instructions 
after  that.  He  discovered  that  her  belief 
in  Protestantism  had  long  since  been  shaken, 
that  it  was  but  her  shrinking,  timid  nature 
had  kept  her  from  avowing  it  before.  Her 
heart,  softened  by  sorrow,  had  been  won  at 
last  by  the  sweetness  of  that  little  book, 
and  she  was  soon  prepared  for  baptism. 
The  day  on  which  she  received  it,  and  made 
her  first  communion  also,  was  the  last  on 
which  she  was  able  to  sit  up ; she  faded 
away,  day  by  day,  without  pain  or  sickness, 
and  when  Christmas  came,  and  she  watched 
Margaret  decking  a tree  for  her  little  scho- 
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lars,  she  smiled  and  said,  ^^Next  Christmas 
I shall  sing  the  Gloria  in  heaven.'' 

The  last  day  of  December  came.  An- 
other year  had  passed,  another  page  in  the 
book  of  life  stained  with  tears  and  blotted 
with  sin,  was  written  in  indelible  characters. 
The  bishop  had  said  mass  for  them  that 
morning,  and  given  Alice  the  Viaticum,  and 
to  gratify  the  sick  girl,  the  altar,  with  its 
white  drapery,  and  evergreen  deckings,  was 
left  standing.  It  was  in  the  pleasant  sun- 
shiny room  they  used  so  constantly,  for  to 
the  last  Alice  kept  her  place  there  amid 
Margaret's  little  pupils.  But  this  day  there 
was  no  murmur  of  childish  voices,  but  a 
solemn  hush,  and  a dim  light  only  suffered 
to  steal  through  the  closed  blinds.  Alice 
liked  it  so.  And  now  in  the  deepening 
gloom,  herself  only  a darker  shadow  amid  the 
shadows  which  the  flickering  firelight  made, 
Margaret  recalled  the  scenes  of  that  vanish- 
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ing  year.  Alice  lay  on  the  lounge,  her  un- 
naturally bright  eyes  fixed  upon  the  altar, 
and  her  lips  moving  as  if  in  prayer. 

Margaret,  she  said,  after  a while,  do 
you  remember  this  time  last  year  ? And 
Hortense's  prophecy  ? I would  like  to  see 
her  once  more.  Did  she  ever  return  from 
the  East  ? '' 

I think  not,  I have  never  seen  her  since 
she  left ! 

^^Well,  write  to  her  after  I am  dead, 
Margaret,  and  tell  her  I forgave  her  all  the 
wrong  she  ever  did  me.  I never  spoke  of 
it  to  you,  but  Frederick  told  me  that  it  was 
she  who  first  prompted  him  to  marry  me 
for  my  worthless  money.  I used  to  think 
it  a terrible  wrong,  a cruel,  heartless  thing, 
to  lead  me  into  such  a marriage,  and  I am 
afraid  I sometimes  feel  very  desirous  of  re- 
venge. But  not  now,  that  is  all  gone.  Tell 
her  so,  dear  Margaret ! Come  and  kiss  me 
15 
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now,  and  let  me  thank  you  for  all  your  kind- 
ness ! 

She  folded  her  arms  around  Margaret^s 
neck  as  she  bent  over  her,  and  kissed  her 
many  times.  Where  is  Papa  ? so  she 
always  called  Mr.  Hamilton. 

He  is  sleeping.  Ally,  shall  I call  him  ? ” 
^^No,  dear.  Just  help  me  to  get  up  a 
little  while,  I feel  so  strong  to-night.  I 
think  I can  kneel  long  enough  to  say  one 
little  prayer  ! ” Margaret  was  deceived  by 
her  voice.  It  was  so  clear  and  full  she  could 
not  believe  death  was  so  near  at  hand,  and 
taking  the  wasted  girl  in  her  arms,  placed 
her  gently  upon  a thick  cushion,  and  sup- 
ported her  while  she  knelt. 

I am  tired  now,  she  said,  very  soon, 
and  rose,  almost  without  assistance,  and 
advanced  a step  or  two  towards  the  lounge. 
A sudden  change  passed  over  her  face,  the 
peaceful  look  gave  place  to  one  in  which 
joy  and  fear  were  strangely  blended,  and, 


THE  CHILDHOOD  HOME. 


171 


grasping  Margaret’s  arm,  she  exclaimed, 
This  must  be  death  ! 0 Jesus  ! Ma  — ” 
Before  that  sweet  mother’s  name  had  left 
her  lips  she  was  dead,  almost  before  Mar- 
garet had  time  to  lay  her  back  on  her  pillow. 


X. 

A STRANGE  VISIT. — RITA. 

At  the  homestead  the  New  Year  came 
in^  hand  in  hand  with  death.  It  was  a 
sorrowful  task  for  Margaret  on  that  joyous 
day,  to  fold  the  grave  clothes  around  Ally, 
and  smooth  hack  her  soft  fair  hair  from  her 
forehead,  and  clasp  her  hands  on  her  breast, 
and  scatter  over  her  the  flowers  she  had 
watched  so  carefully  through  the  cold  wintry 
weather.  Very  soiTOwful  indeed,  that  not 
one  of  those  who  had  been  so  profuse  in 
their  professions  of  friendship  in  the  hey- 
day of  wealth  should  be  there  now  ; but 
Margaret  was  not  utterly  friendless.  Some 
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poor  families  in  the  neighborhood  to  whom 
she  had  been  very  kind^  giving  them 
gentle,  encouraging  words,  when  she  had 
nothing  else  to  bestow,  came  with  their 
welcome  sympathy,  and  did  what  they  could. 
When  the  funeral  day  arrived  it  brought 
many  of  those  sunshine  friends  ; for  very 
shame  they  could  not  stay  away,  and  the 
humble  Cathedral  was  graced  (!)  with  the 
presence  of  many  belonging  to  the  fashion- 
able world.  Ally's  was  a very  different 
funeral  from  her  husband's,  for  with  Mar- 
garet, faith  lit  up  the  darkness  of  sorrow, 
and  the  requiescat  in  pace  sounded  strange- 
ly sweet  to  ears  that  were  unused  to  its 
touching  pathos.  Margaret  almost  envied 
the  sleeper  that  eternal  rest,  and  the  long 
sandy  desert  of  years  she  would  most  likely 
have  to  traverse  before  reaching  it,  looked 
longer  and  drearier  now.  But  there  was  a 
strength  and  intensity  of  devotion  in  that 
young  heart,  which  few  who  saw  her  frail 
15* 
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form  would  have  guessed.  Each  new  trial 
seemed  but  the  loosening  of  another  of 
those  links  binding  her  to  earth. 

The  days  passed  by,  each  monotonously 
like  its  predecessor.  Winter  died  in  the 
warm  embrace  of  spring,  and  then  followed 
the  gorgeous  summer,  lingering  until  au- 
tumn exiled  her ; and  so  it  continued  for 
years.  In  all  this  time  Margaret  heard 
nothing  of  Hortense,  until  one  day  in  care- 
lessly glancing  over  a newspaper  she  saw 
the  announcement  of  her  marriage  to  some 
titled  European.  It  so  startled  her  that 
her  very  breath  seemed  suspended.  Her 
father  was  in  the  room  and  noticed  the 
sudden  pallor  that  overspread  her  face,  and 
asked  if  she  was  ill.  She  said  not,  and 
folding  the  paper,  put  it  where  he  could 
not  see  it,  until  she  had  an  opportunity  of 
destroying  it.  There  was  no  need  of  giv- 
ing a new  blow  to  his  already  bruised 
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heart.  She  resolved  to  spare  him  this 
bitter  knowledge. 

Margaret's  school  increased];  still,  how- 
ever, being  composed  of  little  ones,  for  as 
her  scholars  grew  old  enough  to  be  placed 
in  higher  classes,  she  dismissed  them,  and 
their  younger  brothers  and  sisters  took  their 
places.  The  school-room  wore  the  same 
bright  look  ; decked  with  the  sunshine  and 
the  flowers  in  summer,  and  in  winter,  lit 
up  by  the  ruddy  blaze  in  the  fireplace  ; but 
the  fair  mistress,  seated  amid  the  children, 
was  not  the  Margaret  of  other  days.  Those 
years  of  patient  toil,  of  unrepining  resigna- 
tion, had  subdued  the  gushing  spirits  and 
left  their  impress  on  her  fair  face.  The 


the  lips,  once  so  constantly  parted  with 
smiles,  were  sadly  sweet  and  placid  now, 
and  the  eyes,  so  overflowing  with  mirthful 
light,  seemed  deeper  and  darker  for  the 
shadows  that  had  dimmed  them.  And  yet 
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Margaret  was  seldom  sad,  seldom  looked 
back  to  the  past  with  longing  eye.  She 
had  no  time  for  that.  Her  whole  heart  and 
soul  were  too  wrapped  up  in  the  duties  of 
the  present  to  think  much  of  those  which 
could  be  of  no  avail  now.  To  do  what  had 
to  be  done,  to  keep  her  heart  from  repining, 
and  purify  it  day  by  day  by  the  performance 
of  those  wearying  duties  that  had  fallen  to 
her  lot,  was  her  sole  desire  now.  Some- 
times, indeed,  when  the  day  was  over,  and 
the  soft  summer  twilight,  or  the  gray  even- 
ing of  winter,  as  it  may  be,  set  in,  and  her 
father  dozed  over  his  books,  while  her  own 
fingers  wandered  over  the  piano  keys,  play- 
ing low  rambling  melodies  rather  to  lull 
him  than  please  her  fancy,  she  would  take 
her  stand  in  spirit  upon  some  high  point 
of  view,  and  gaze  down  through  the  valley 
of  departed  years  upon  the  joys  and  sorrows 
she  had  left  for  ever  behind.  It  was  rather 
a quieting  than  a saddening  thing  for  her. 


A STRANGE  VISIT. — RITA.  177 


She  could  see  now  the  dangers  that  beset 
her  path  in  those  days,  the  vortex  of  world- 
liness into  which  she  might  have  been  drawn, 
the  temptations  to  which  her  faith  might 
have  been  subjected,  and  no  wonder  that 
she  was  grateful  for  her  escape.  No  wonder 
that  the  lonely  heart  sent  up  many  a hymn 
of  thanks  for  its  very  loneliness.  It  was  cut 
off  from  the  giddy  world ; its  hopes  and 
affections  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  crowds 
peopling  the  fast-growing  city,  and  so  glad 
that  a kind  friend  so  ordained  it,  rested 
calm  and  secure  within  the  arms  of  his 
protecting  providence.  These  thoughts  and 
feelings  gave  a placid  sweetness  to  her  out- 
ward bearing,  which  was  in  its  way  more  at- 
tractive than  the  light-heartedness  of  ear- 
lier years.  It  was  like  the  sweetness  the 
maturity  of  sorrow  gives  to  the  Christian 
soul,  compared  to  the  sweetness  of  sunny, 
generous  youth.""' 

Late  one  night,  in  the  beginning  of  win- 
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ter^  Margaret  sat  alone,  bending  over  her 
work.  Her  father  had  been  asleep  for 
hours,  and  she  remained  to  finish  some 
I work  she  could  not  do  in  the  day.  It  was 
a wild  night,  the  rain  pouring  down,  and 
the  wind  wailing  in  the  long  avenues. 

Oh ! the  sorrowful  sound  of  the  winter  rain  ! 

The  smothered  sob  and  the  cry  of  pain, 

That  came  in  the  gusts  of  wind  that  kept 
Such  weary  vigils  while  mortals  slept, 

On  tireless  wings  speeding  to  and  fro. 

As  if  pursued  by  some  mighty  woe. 

That  tracked  them  on  in  their  hurried  flight. 

Through  the  long,  lone,  solemn  hours  of  night. 

In  the  lull  of  the  storm,  Margaret  thought 
she  heard  the  sound  of  feet  on  the  gravel 
walk  outside  the  windows ; then  a hand 
softly  trying  to  unbar  the  shutters,  which 
were  fastened  inside.  She  started  to  her 
feet  and  listened,  but  there  was  nothing 
^ now  to  be  heard  but  the  wild  wailing  of  the 
wind  and  the  dash  of  the  rain.  But  in 
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every  pause  of  those  spirit-like  voices,  the 
same  sounds  came,  the  quick  tread  of  feet 
without,  and  the  vain  effort  to  undo  the 
bars ; and  at  last,  when  the  wind  rose 
higher,  and  the  rain  descended  in  greater 
torrents,  amid  it  all,  she  heard  a voice  call- 
ing Marguerite  ! Marguerite  ! There 
was  but  one  person  in  all  the  world  who 
had  ever  called  her  so.  In  a moment  she 
was  at  the  door,  shading  her  lamp  with  her 
hand,  and  gazing  intently  into  the  darkness. 
From  under  the  dripping,  leafless  alanthus 
trees  came  a woman's  form.  She  knew  it 
was  Hortense,  and  without  speaking,  drew 
her  into  the  warm  room,  and  seating  her 
before  the  Are,  began,  with  tender  solicitude, 
to  undo  the  wet  shawl  that  was  folded  about 
her. 

No,  Marguerite ! I cannot  stay.  I 
have  brought  you  my  treasure.  Take  care 
of  her,  Marguerite  ; make  her  like  yourself, 
and  do  not,  oh  ! do  not,  in  Heaven's  name. 
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let  her  know  all  her  mother's  hardhearted- 
ness." She  lifted  up  her  shawl,  and  nest- 
ling close  in  her  arms  was  a child  of  some 
two  years,  sleeping  as  calmly  and  sweetly 
as  if  the  winter  storm  had  not  been  raging 
around  her.  Margaret  was  too  astonished 
to  ask  questions.  She  only  kissed  the  little 
one  as  Hortense  carefully  placed  it  in  her 
arms. 

I have  named  her  for  you.  Marguerite, 
but  Louis  and  I have  always  called  her 
^Eita.'  She  knows  that  name  now.  I 
will  write  to  you,  dear  Marguerite,  and  tell 
you  all  that  has  happened.  How  is  Alice  ? 

And  where " She  hesitated,  while  a 

burning  flush  overspread  her  face. 

Margaret  knew  what  she  would  ask. 

Papa  is  here  with  me.  He  is  not  himself, 
Hortense ; he  will  never  again  be  as  you 
knew  him.  And  Alice  is  dead.  Oh  ! 
Hortense  ! Hortense ! We  have  had  sor- 
rowful times.  I see  that  grief  has  visited 
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you  too/'  slie  said  after  a pause^  looking: 
into  the  thin  face  that  had  lost  much  of  its 
dark  haughty  beauty. 

She  clasped  her  hands  tightly  together,, 
and  almost  shuddered  ; but  her  voice  had 
all  its  old  calmness  as  she  replied,  ^^Yes,, 
Marguerite^  and  therefore  I come  to  you;. 
I am  weary  of  life,  and  to-night  as  we 
crossed  the  river,  and  I leaned  over  the 
guards  of  the  boat  for  a moment,  to  look 
at  the  water,  I felt  a strange  longing  to 
plunge  into  its  sullen,  gloomy  depths.  I 
think  I should  find  peace  and  rest  there." 

Oh  ! no,  Hortense.  Not  there  ! Not 
there  ! " 

Hush ! hush  ! " she  said,  quickly,  as^ 
Eita's  head  moved  uneasily  upon  Marga- 
ret's arm.  She  will  wake,  and  I must 
go.  Good-bye,  Marguerite.  Take  care  of 
her,  and  may  God  bless  and  prosper  you." 

One  hasty,  passionate  kiss  on  her  child's 
cheek,  the  proud  head  bowed  for  a moment 
16 
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in  a burst  of  anguish  on  Margaret’s  shoul- 
der, and  Hortense  was  gone.  Out  into  the 
darkness  and  storm,  she  knew  not  whither. 

Margaret  carried  Kita  up  to  her  room, 
and  gently  undressed  her.  Her  clothes 
were  made  of  the  richest  materials,  and 
around  her  little  plump  neck,  was  a slen- 
der chain  with  a locket  attached,  in  one 
side  of  which  was  Hortense’s  miniature, 
and  in  the  other,  that  of  a stern,  proud- 
looking  man.  It  was,  she  supposed,  her 
husband.  Margaret  unfastened  the  trinket 
and  replaced  it  with  a miraculous  medal, 
murmuring  softly  to  herself,  ^^She  is  my 
child  now,  and  I give  her  to  you,  oh  Holy 
Mary  ! Let  her  purity  and  innocence  plead 
for  Hortense.  Oh  Mother ! ohjT  Mother  ! 
obtain  her  grace.” 

In  the  morning  when  she  awoke,  the 
child  was  playing  with  her  long  bright  hair, 
which  had  fallen  down  in  the  night. 

Mamma ! mamma  ! ” she  said,  as  Margaret  ’ 
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raised  her  head  ; but,  with  a hasty  glance, 
shrank  back,  fixing  her  dark  eyes  upon  her 
with  a piercing  look,  that  made  her  exceed- 
ingly like  her  mother.  No  ! no  ! she 
said,  pettishly,  as  Margaret  tried  to  take 
her  in  her  arms  ; mamma  V’  It  was  long 
before  she  could  prevail  upon  her  to  come 
to  her  ; but  at  last  it  was  accomplished, 
and  dressing  her,  she  went  down  to  break- 
fast. Her  father  was  waiting  impatiently, 
and  with  the  air  of  a spoiled  child,  asked 
what  had  kept  her  so  long. 

My  little  pet  would  not  get  up,''  she 
said,  drawing  Eita  from  behind  her,  where 
j she  clung  to  her  dress,  peeping  out  with  a 
i wild,  elfish  look  in  her  black  eyes. 

I Who  is  that  ? " he  asked.  She  looks 

; like  some  one  I have  seen.  Come  here,  little 
girl,  and  tell  me  your  name." 

I do  not  think  she  can,  papa,"  Marga- 
ret said.  ^^It  is  Eita  Vonderberg,  Hor- 
tense’s  child,"  she  added,  softly,  with  a 
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quick  glance  at  her  father’s  face,  fearful 
that  he  would  be  startled. 

But  he  looked  very  quiet  and  undis- 
turbed. ^^Eita  Vonderberg  ! And  who  is 
Hortense  ? ” 

Do  you  not  know,  papa  ? ” 

No.  I forget,  I used  to  know  so  many 
people.” 

Those  years  were  then  but  a dark  blot 
on  the  tablet  of  memory ! Margaret  scarce 
knew  whether  to  rejoice  or  grieve — it  saved 
him  much  bitter  sorrow,  but  it  was  a new 
proof  of  his  daily  increasing  imbecility,  and 
that  was  certainly  not  cheering  for  her. 
When  Margaret’s  scholars  came  in,  they  were 
astonished  to  find  a new  playmate.  Eita 
was  now  the  youngest  among  them,  and 
before  an  hour  was  over,  she  was  quite  at 
home  in  the  busy  little  throng,  going  from 
one  to  another,  peeping  over  their  shoul- 
ders, and  exclaiming  at  the  pictures  in 
their  books.  Mr.  Hamilton  was  delighted 
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with  her.  Young  as  she  was,  there  was  a 
fearless  look  in  her  eyes,  and  a kind  of  sly 
daring  in  all  her  movements  which  was 
very  attractive.  But  it  made  Margaret 
tremble  for  the  trust  that  was  reposed  in 
her.  Not  many  days  elapsed  before  she 
discovered  that  it  would  require  all  her 
strength  to  guide  that  wayward  little  spirit. 
The  mother's  strong,  proud,  unbending  will 
was  in  that  tiny  form,  with  a passionate 
temper  Hortense  could  scarce  even  have 
possessed.  For  a while,  there  was  no  tam- 
ing the  wild  impulses  of  the  child.  She 
would  start  up  from  a long,  silent  fit  of 
musing,  and  dance  about  over  chairs  and 
tables,  and  finally  land  herself  on  the 
piano,  or  perhaps,  the  high  back  of  Mr. 
Hamilton’s  chair,  and  sit  there,  with  her 
straight  black  hair  dangling  about  her  face, 
and  her  eyes,  those  dark,  flashing,  wilful 
eyes  fixed  with  the  most  unshrinking  de- 
termination upon  Margaret’s  grave  face. 
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And  often  in  winter,  when  the  snow  was 
falling,  she  would  dart  out  into  the  garden 
with  wonderful  dexterity,  eluding  all  pur- 
suit, and  come  in,  her  hair  powdered  with 
the  white  flakes,  and  her  apron  full  of  snow 
to  throw  in  the  fire,  that  she  might  hear  it 
splutter.  “Let  the  child  alone,”  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton would  say  ; but  Margaret  watched,  with 
anxious  solicitude,  the  growth  of  that  im- 
petuous nature,  and  tried  to  subdue  it. 
Gradually  Margaret’s  gentle  but  firm  will 
gained  the  ascendency,  and  Kita  yielded  to 
her  almost  instantly  when  her  wishes  were 
expressed.  She  was  a loving  little  creature, 
clinging  with  tenacity  to  those  who  watched 
over  her.  “ Mamma  Margaret  ” — so  she 
called  her — was  the  very  light  of  her  young 
life ; and  it  was  beautiful  to  see  them  toge- 
ther, the  quiet,  subdued  girl,  on  whose  face 
was  the  impress  of  long-endured  sorrow, 
and  the  radiant  child,  all  life,  all  fire  and 
spirit.  Beautiful  to  see  the  two  in  that 
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dim  old  Cathedral^  bowing  before  the  altar 
when  the  faint  light  of  morning  struggled 
in  the  windows,  or  the  shadows  of  the 
evening  gathered.  Day  after  day  they 
walked  there,  hand  in  hand,  in  the  cold 
wind  and  rain  and  sleet  of  winter,  and  the 
glow  and  beauty  of  summer  time,  until 
Eita  came  to  love  the  place  with  a deep, 
abiding  affection.  It  was,  indeed,  the 
holy  of  holies,"^  the  dwelling-place  of  that 
Mighty  Mysterious  Father,  whom  she  was 
learning  to  love  with  all  the  strength  of  her 
soul,  whose  presence  filled  her  young  mind 
with  strange  thoughts  and  desires. 

And  so  the  years  passed  by.  Margaret 
growing  more  detached  from  the  world,  and 
Eita,  with  eager  delight,  yet  all-uncon- 
scious of  her  own  work,  developing  under 
her  care  the  warm,  pure  affections  of  her 
heart,  and  the  powerful  intellect  God  had 
given  her.  She  had  a wonderful  voice,  for 
one  so  young  ; strong,  and  rich,  and  clear 
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as  a flute,  and  many  a time  in  the  still 
summer  evenings,  when  she  stood  on  the 
garden  gate,  swinging  to  and  fro  in  careless 
glee,  and  singing  away  with  the  artless 
freedom  of  childhood,  passers-by  would  stop 
to  listen  and  wonder  at  the  melodious 
strains.  She  was  there  one  evening,  quite 
late,  when  Margaret  was  busy  with  her 
father,  singing  as  usual  from  the  fulness  of 
a happy  heart.  A lady  dressed  in  black 
passed  down  the  opposite  side,  paused  a 
moment,  and  hurriedly  crossed  over.  Pre- 
sently the  astonished  Eita  was  in  her  arms, 
and  kisses  were  showered  upon  her  face. 

“ Eita  ! Eita  ! I know  it  is  my  child. 
Look  at  me,  Eita.  Do  you  not  know  your 
mother  ? '' 

The  child  gazed  thoughtfully  at  her  for  a 
moment,  and  said,  I don't  know  you,  but 
you  look  like  the  pretty  picture  mamma 
I've  got.  Come  in  and  I'll  show  her  to 
you." 
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Is  Marguerite  home  ? 

mamma  Marguerite  is.  Do  you 
know  her  ? And  so  is  papa  home.  Come 
in.^^  , 

No  ! no  ! ''  she  said,  starting  back  at 
that.  cannot,  if  he  is  there.  Tell 

Marguerite  to  come  out.^^ 

Kita  ! Rita  ! called  Margaret  from 
the  other  end  of  the  long  walk.  Come 
in,  dear,  it  is  getting  dark.^^ 

Hortense  took  the  child^s  hand,  and 
led  her  slowly  and  thoughtfully  up  the 
path  ; and  when  they  reached  Margaret, 
i silently,  reverently,  as  if  she  was  an  angel, 

I knelt  down  and  kissed  the  hem  of  her 
\ dress.  She  knew  her  immediately,  although 
it  was  a strange  attitude  for  the  once 
haughty  Hortense. 

Oh,  Hortense  ! I am  glad  to  see  you 
once  more.  Why  do  you  act  so  strangely 
Dear  Hortense,  get  up.''  She  put  her 
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arms  around  her  to  raise  her  from  her  lowly 
position. 

^^No,  Marguerite.  Not  until  I have 
thanked  you  for  all  your  goodness,  and 
implored  your  pardon  for  all  the  wrongs  I 
have  done  you."^ 

Hush  ! dear  Hortense.  You  must  not 
speak  so.  Eita,  it  is  your  mother.  Come 
in.'' 

No.  I will  never  again  darken  your  i 
home  with  my  ill-omened  presence.  Look  j 
at  me,  Marguerite,  and  see  if  there  is  not  | 
that  written  in  my  face  which  tells  of  a | 
terrible  tale  of  remorse.  I have  been  ‘ 
frightened  at  my  own  guilt.  Frederick  and 
Alice  ! Oh,  Marguerite,  but  for  me  they  1 

might  still  have  been  living.  And  your  | 

father's  broken  heart ! And  your  own  I 
darkened  life  ! " \ 

“ Alice,  on  her  death-bed,  bid  me  tell 
you  she  forgave  all  the  wrongs  you  ever  | 
did  her,"  said  Margaret,  gently.  Come 
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in,  Hortense.  Papa  will  not  know  you,” 
she  added,  sadly.  “ He  has  long  since  for- 
gotten all  that  has  happened  when  we  lived 
together.” 

“ Alas  ! alas ! that  is  my  work  too,  Mar- 
garet. Can  you  ever  forgive  me  ? ” 

“As  freely  and  fully  as  I hope  in  the 
great  judgment  day  to  be  forgiven  my 
own  transgressions,”  she  said,  solemnly. 

“Marguerite,”  Hortense  said,  directly, 
“once  more  I give  you  my  Eita.  You 
will  never  see  me  again  on  this  side  of  the 
grave.  Good-bye.  Kiss  me,  Eita.” 

Their  farewell  was  spoken  then  in  the 
solemn,  quiet  starlight  beneath  the  rustling 
leaves,  their  last  farewell,  for  they  met  no 
more  on  earth. 


XI. 


hoktense's  letter. 

When  the  summer  days  were  waning,  a 
letter  came  from  Hortense.  “ Marguerite/" 
it  began,  I will  write  now  as  I promised. 
It  is  of  a sad  yet  joyful  episode  in  my  life 
I have  to  tell ; the  joy  sent  from  heaven, 
and  the  misery  all  of  my  own  making.  I 
shudder  when  I look  back  now  to  the  days 
of  our  prosperity,  and  go  over,  one  by  one, 
— for  I force  myself  to  do  that — the  unfeel- 
ing acts,  the  cold,  deliberate  heartlessness 
of  every  thought.  It  seems  almost  inhu- 
man now,  and  but  for  the  new  faith  I have 
found  I would  lie  down  and  die,  despairing 
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of  forgiveness.  Marguerite,  I am  a Catho- 
lic. I can  see  you  as  you  read  that  sen- 
tence, the  glad  flush  suffusing  once  more 
your  pale  cheeks,  and  the  light  growing 
deeper  in  your  eyes,  and  my  own  heart 
grows  lighter  with  the  thought  of  the  hap- 
piness it  gives  you.  I have  never  before 
brought  you  any  thing  but  sorrow. 

married  again,  as  you  know,  after 
that  fatal  divorce;  married  one  who  brought 
me  the  wealth,  without  which  I thought  life 
useless,  a titled  name,  and,  as  I thought, 
affection  enough  to  humor  every  caprice  of 
mine.  It  was  not  so.  He  was  proud  and 
passionate,  and  would  not  be  ruled,  and  I 
knew  not  how  to  yield,  so  we  led  a misera- 
ble, quarrelsome  life.  When  my  little  Eita 
was  born,  it  seemed  to  me  the  first  gush  of 
human  feeling  T had  ever  known  flooded 
my  heart,  and  then  I thought  of  you,  Mar- 
guerite, and  all  your  goodness,  and  patience, 
and  love.  In  my  dreams  I saw  you,  and 
17 
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all  my  waking  reveries  carried  me  over  the 
ocean,  and  across  the  mountains  to  mj  old 
home  in  the  West ; and  amid  the  dark- 
ness and  desolation  I had  helped  to  bring 
there,  you  stood,  like  an  angel  of  light, 
cheering  and  guiding  the  helpless,  heart- 
broken ones  I had  deserted.  It  was  enough 
to  make  me  hate  myself,  and  no  wonder  I 
tried  to  close  my  eyes  to  the  vision  of 
pure  unselfish  devotion  that  haunted  me. 
It  would  not  depart  ; I was  proud  to  see 
and  think  of  it,  and  now  I thank  God  it 
was  so,  for  at  last  it  awakened  my  soul 
from  the  fearful  lethargy  of  sin  and  incre- 
dulity. It  was  in  London  all  this  hap- 
pened. I was  walking  one  evening  with 
Kita  and  her  nurse,  when  we  passed  a 
Catholic  Church.  The  people  were  crowd- 
ing in,  and  nurse  said,  ^ Please  ma'am,  it's 
benediction  they're  going  to ; would  you 
like  to  go  in  ? ' 

I had  never  before  thought  of  your 
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religion  as  having  an  influence  upon  your 
conduct  ; my  own  had  never  interfered  with 
my  whims  ; but  now  it  suddenly  flashed 
upon  me  that  it  was  the  stern  requisitions 
of  your  faith  that  so  purifled  you  from 
worldliness  and  deceit.  I remembered  your 
refusal  to  marry  Etienne  ; your  prompt, 
energetic  determination  to  have  justice 
done  to  Mr.  Hamilton's  creditors  ; your 
tender  care  of  Alice  in  all  those  terrible 
trials,  Frederick's  death  and  burial,  loss  of 
wealth  and  health  ; all  with  lightning  speed 
passed  through  my  mind  with  the  half-spoken 
words,  ^Marguerite  is  a Catholic.'  We 
went  in  ; my  servant  kneeling  reverently 
in  the  aisle,  and  I standing  aloof,  for  my 
pride  was  not  yet  conquered.  But  as  the 
sweet,  plaintive  voices  in  the  choir  sang  to 
an  organ  accompaniment,  and  the  crowd 
bent  in  adoration  before  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, I knelt  too,  as  if  forced  down  by 
invisible  hands.  I cannot  explain  it  to 
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you,  Marguerite,  but  in  the  solemn  hush 
that  came  upon  the  multitude,  as  the  music 
died  in  soft  cadences,  and  the  Host  was 
raised,  that  peace  I had  so  long  sought  in 
vain  stole  over  me.  ^ It  is  well  to  be  here, 
I thought ; and  when  it  was  finished,  I sent 
Eita  and  the  nurse  home,  and  remained 
until  they  came  to  close  the  church.  I 
stood  without ; listened  to  the  drawing  of 
the  heavy  bolts,  and  then  I could  imagine 
how  Adam  and  Eve  must  have  felt  when 
the  gates  of  Eden  were  closed  upon  them. 
But  the  new  Paradise  I had  found  was  not 
barred  for  ever.  Day  after  day  I returned, 
each  time  feeling  more  unwilling  to  leave 
the  quiet,  solemn  resting-place,  and  all  the 
while  conviction  slowly  forcing  itself  upon 
my  yet  unwilling  mind.  I read  constantly 
the  books  of  the  Church,  until  at  last  I 
dared  not  oppose  my  pride  to  her  truth. 
It  was  thus.  Marguerite,  that  I was,  foolishly 
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resisting  grace,  almost  dragged  into  the  ark 
of  safety. 

^^And  then  came  poverty  and  distress,  as 
if  to  try  my  new-born  faith  ; and  in  my 
tribulation  I went  to  America,  and  made 
my  way  to  Cincinnati,  and  gave  my  Eita 
to  you.  I had  to  fly  again  across  the  ocean, 
for  one  I dared  no  longer  see  pursued  me. 
And  so  many  weary  years  dragged  on, 
lighted  only  by  the  faith  I had  given  such 
tardy  welcome  to.  Eita's  father  has  been 
dead  a long,  long  while.  Marguerite,  and  I 
am  now  striving  to  atone  for  a misspent 
youth.  To-morrow  I go  to  France  to  enter 
a convent  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity.  I 
have  chosen  this  to  punish  the  insolent 
pride  of  other  days.  Nursing  the  sick  and 
dying,  amid  scenes  of  woe  and  crime  and 
desolation,  will,  I hope,  humble  my  still 
revolting  nature.  I only  wonder  that  God 
has  called  me  to  it,  that  he  will  suffer  one 
so  vile  to  minister  to  His  beloved,  the  poor 
17* 
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and  unfortunate  of  earth.  Do  not  blame 
me  for  leaving  you  now.  I have  consulted 
others,  and,  almost  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  have  not  suffered  a single  thought  of 
self  to  prevent  me  from  following  the  ad- 
vice of  the  wise  and  good.  Mr.  Hamilton 
does  not  need  me  now,  he  is  in  far  better 
hands ; and.  Marguerite,  I dare  not  again 
trust  myself  amid  the  old  scenes,  lest  they 
might  bring  back  the  old  selfish  and  unpi- 
tying feelings.  No,  no  ; it  is  best  that  I 
should  not  return  to  you. 

And  now.  Marguerite,  I have  hut  one 
thing  to  ask.  I need  not  say  any  thing  of 
Kita  ; for  I know  that  she  is  very  dear  to 
you,  and  you  will  lead  her  to  heaven,  where 
God  grant  I may  one  day  meet  you  both. 
My  only  desire  is  that  you  will  pray  for  me, 
and  never  mention  my  name  to  your  father. 
You  say  he  has  forgotten  me,  and  it  is  best 
not  to  waken  memory.  Do  not  write.  Now 
that  I have  deserted  the  world,  I would 
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rather  have  no  link  binding  me  to  it,  not 
even  your  affection,  dear  Marguerite.  Once 
more  farewell,  and  may  Jesus  and  His 
Blessed  Mother  keep  you  and  your  father^ 
and  Eita  in  peace  and  happiness."" 

Little  Eita  was  nestling  in  Margaret"s 
lap,  and  as  she  folded  the  letter,  a gush  of 
tears  fell  upon  the  child"s  face.  It  was 
such  an  unlooked-for  joy.  She  had,  with  all 
her  desires,  scarce  hoped  that  Hortense 
would  be  a Catholic,  and  now  grace  had 
worked  the  miracle.  She  could  think  of 
nothing  for  days  after  but  that  one  blissful 
piece  of  knowledge.  If  her  father  would 
I but  do  likewise  ! But  there  was  little  pros- 

^ pect  of  that.  He  was  too  childish  and  im- 

I becile  now  to  be  taught  what  a child  might 
i learn. 

The  glowing  October  was  passing  away, 
and  as  the  new  cathedral  was  to  be  conse- 
crated on  All  Saints  day,  the  Catholics  of 
Cincinnati  were  in  a very  joyful  kind  of 
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excitement.  They  had  eagerly  watched  the 
edifice,  as  it  slowly  rose  from  foundation  to 
roof,  and  now  were  anxious  to  enter  into 
it.  Some  one  said  to  the  Bishop  when, 
trusting  to  Providence,  he  began  the  im- 
mense work,  ''  Where  do  you  expect  to  find 
people  to  fill  such  a building  ? ” It  is 
almost  finished  now  ; the  beautiful  cross- 
surmounted  spire  points  up  to  heaven  ; the 
stately  colonnade  surrounds  the  tower,  and 
the  broad  flights  of  steps  are  daily  nearing 
completion  5 but  in  the  ten  years  since  its 
consecration,  other  churches,  some  nearly  as 
large,  have  been  erected  for  the  crowds  of 
worshippers  who  cannot  find  place  in  it. 

The  day  came  at  length,  but  in  clouds 
and  gloom.  The  rain  poured  in  torrents, 
and  yet,  the  faithful  flocked  in  crowds,  fill- 
ing every  available  spot  about  the  church, 
until  the  doors  were  opened.  Margaret, 
with  Eita,  passed  through  the  Bishop’s 
house,  and  went  up  into  one  of  the  tribunes. 
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from  whence  she  could  look  down  upon  the 
sanctuary,  and  the  body  of  the  church.  It 
was  a sea  of  heads,  swaying  to  and  fro, 
parting  and  uniting  again,  like  waves,  as 
the  long  procession  of  ecclesiastics  passed 
through.  Many  stood  that  day  before  the 
new  altar,  raised  to  the  living  God,  who 
have  since  stood  at  his  judgment  seat — 
the  Venerable  Bishop  Flaget  and  saintly 
Father  Badin,  those  brave  pioneers  of  the 
faith  who  planted  the  cross  on  the  banks  of 
our  bright  Ohio  ; Archbishop  Eccleston, 
and  Father  Ellet,  whose  royal  majestic  elo- 
quence made  one  involuntarily  think  of  the 
grand  old  Fathers  of  the  distant  palmy  ages. 
And  many,  too,  amid  the  swaying  crowds 
outside  the  sanctuary,  have  bowed  to  the 
great  immovable  decree.  Some  with  friends 
and  all  that  could  make  life  dear ; some 
weary  and  worn,  and  glad  to  rest.  And 
one,  good,  and  noble,  and  loving  the  deso- 
late orphans  of  the  Church,  who  have 
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learned  to  bless  his  name,  true  to  his 
generous  nature,  stood  to  the  last  on  the 
deck  of  the  Arctic,  amid  the  helpless,  and 
went  down  in  the  fathomless  waters,  when 
they  closed  above  the  ill-fated  vessel. 

Margaret  was  absorbed  in  the  ceremonies ; 
they  were  new  to  her,  and  very  beautiful, 
and  replete  with  a meaning  none  but  truly 
Catholic  hearts  can  appreciate.  Once,  as 
she  raised  her  head,  she  saw  Etienne  Lamar 
in  the  opposite  tribune,  kneeling  reverently 
with  clasped  hands,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  cross  they  were  placing  upon  the  taber- 
nacle. A little  while  after,  she  saw  him 
bless  himself,  and  then  she  knew  he  too  was 
a Catholic.  It  was  a new  joy,  and  a glad, 
quick  heart-throb  sent  her  thanks  to  hea- 
ven. But  it  was  too  quiet  a pleasure  to 
distract  her  ; she  did  not  look  again  ; it 
was  enough  to  know  that  he  was  at  last 
1 within  the  Church ; and  when  late  in  the 
afternoon  the  ceremonies  were  finished,  she 
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htinied  out  to  escape  the  crowds  without 
waiting  to  meet  him. 

He  came  a few  days  after  to  see  them. 
It  was  during  school-hours^  and  one  of  the 
children^  who  had  been  in  the  garden, 
admitted  him,  and  led  him  immediately  to 
the  school-room.  He  stood  in  the  doorway 
some  minutes,  watching  the  groups  before 
him.  In  the  corner  of  the  wide  hearth  sat 
Mr.  Hamilton,  bent  down  over  a book, 
while  a roguish,  blue-eyed  child,  who  had 
climbed  up  on  a chair  behind  him,  twisted 
his  grey  hair  into  fantastic  curls.  Margaret 
was  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  listening  to 
the  recitations  of  a row  of  boys  and  girls 
who  stood  before  her  ; and  Eita,  with  just 
enough  of  flashing  light  in  her  deep,  hazel 
eyes  to  make  them  wondrously  beautiful, 
w^alked  to  and  fro,  marshalling  a younger 
set  into  ranks  for  the  next  lesson.  Who 
is  that  ? she  suddenly  asked,  in  her  clear 
voice,  as  she  causrht  si^ht  of  Etienne. 
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Margaret  looked  up,  and  the  next  moment 
both  her  hands  were  in  his,  and  she  was, 
with  all  the  graceful  freedom  of  their  first 
-acquaintance,  welcoming  him  to  her  home. 
He  sat  there,  the  rest  of  the  afternoon, 
with  Mr.  Hamilton,  talking  and  reading 
softly  to  him,  but  glancing  often  at  Marga- 
ret as  she  pursued  her  duties,  the  old  flush 
rising  to  her  cheeks  as  she  saw  how  ear- 
nest he  was  watching  her  movements. 

And  in  the  evening  after  tea,  when  she 
had  closed  the  shutters  and  lit  the  lamp, 
and  stirred  the  fire  into  a ruddier  blaze, 
they  sat  together,  talking  a little  sadly  of 
old  times.  She  told  him  how  they  had  first 
come  to  the  homestead,  with  what  sweet 
resignation  Alice  had  died,  and  then  of 
Hortense’s  conversion. 

And  this  is  her  child,^^  he  said,  draw- 
ing Eita  from  Margaret's  side,  where  she 
always  stationed  herself.  There  is  some- 
thing very  like  her  mother  in  those  dark 
eyes.  How  old  is  she  ? " 
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Just  ten/^  Margaret  said. 

Then^  I am  sure,  I saw  both  her  and 
Hortense  many  years  ago  in  London.  I 
was  in  a church,  assisting  at  Benediction, 
and  in  coming  out,  was  struck  with  the 
appearance  of  a lady  kneeling  in  the  aisle. 
She  looked  so  like  Hortense,  I was  tempted 
to  stop  and  speak  to  her,  but  then  thinking 
it  improbable  that  she  would  be  there,  I 
passed  on.'’^ 

Yes  ; it  was  she,  I am  sure,'^  Margaret 
said.  And  have  you  been  a Catholic  so 
long  ? You  have  not  yet  told  me  how  you 
became  one.^^ 

He  smiled.  Can  you  not  guess  ? I will 
tell  you  all  about  it  some  other  time.  Come 
and  sing  for  me,  now.^^ 

Oh,  I only  play  second  fiddle  since 
Kita  has  been  learning  music.  Come,  Eita, 
I will  sing  second  for  you.""^ 

The  child  sprang  to  the  piano,  and 
fluttering  over  the  leaves  of  a music-book. 


18 


206 


hoktense’s  letter. 


until  she  found  a piece  she  liked,  placed  it 
before  Margaret.  It  was  an  old  Gipsy  song, 
which  she  particularly  fancied  , it  suited 
her  rich,  clear  %'oice,  and  very  beautiful  was 
the  blending  in  of  Margaret’s  low,  gushing 
second,  with  those  wild  cadences  as  they 
rang  through  the  quaint  old  room.  They 
sang  a long  time,  and  then  finished  with 
the  sweet  plaintive  Ave  Sanctissima , for 
Margaret  never  sulfered  Kita  to  leave  the 
piano  without  singing  some  little  strain  to 
the  Blessed  Mother,  to  whom  she  was  con- 
secrated. W^ere  Etienne’s  dark  eyes  full  of 
tears  that  they  glistened  so  when  he  lifted 
■^his  head  from  his  hands  ? 

“ You  have  only  changed  outwardly,  Mar- 
garet,” he  said,  as  he  bid  her  good  night. 
“ The  old  joy  is  in  your  heart,  subdued  per- 
haps, but  still  there ; the  old  tranquillity  and 
trust  in  God ; else  you  could  not  so  have 
sung  that  beautiful  hymn.” 

He  came  very  often  after  that,  almost 
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every  day,  until  it  became  a matter  of  course 
with  Margaret’s  scholars  to  see  him  seated 
at  the  fire  with  Mr.  Hamilton,  amusing  the 
old  white-haired  man.  All  winter  the  most 
fragrant  flowers  bloomed  in  the  sunny  win- 
dows. Bare  southern  j)lants,  too  tender  for 
a northern  climate,  seemed  to  flourish  in 
that  warm  bright  spot.  Etienne  loved 
nothing  better  than  to  see  Margaret  morn- 
ing and  evening  bending  over  his  beautiful 
gifts,  her  pale  face  contrasting  with  the  rich 
hues  of  leaves  and  blossoms.  She  was  to 
him  the  childish  Margaret  he  had  known  so 
many  years  before,  save  that  the  sweetness 
of  her  manner  had  a tinge  of  sadness  now, 
when  it  used  to  be  all  mirth  and  smiles. 
The  quiet,  trusting  frankness,  the  uncon- 
cealed pleasure  in  his  society,  were  the  very 
same  as  in  that  first  happy  winter,  before 
she  had  tasted  the  cup  of  sorrow. 

^ And  so  the  winter  months  passed  by,  and 
Easter  came  decked  in  the  robes  of  spring. 
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They  had  been  to  St.  Xavier's  Church,  as 
the  old  Cathedral  was  now  called,  to  late 
benediction.  It  was  one  of  those  delicious 
evenings,  when  every  breath  of  air  seems 
freighted  with  some  message  from  fairer  and 
brighter  climes  ; when  the  starlight  rests 
most  lovingly  upon  the  earth,  as  it  calmly 
sleeps  in  the  soft  hazy  atmosphere,  and  it  is 
not  hard  to  fancy  one  can  see  the  leaves  of 
tree  and  shrub  expanding  every  moment. 

Do  not  go  in,  Margaret,  it  is  so  delight- 
ful here,"  Etienne  said,  as  they  entered  the 
long  avenue.  They  walked  up  and  down 
the  many  winding  ways,  Eita,  who  was,  as 
usual,  with  them,  dancing  before  and  sing- 
ing some  merry  carol. 

Mr.  Lamar,"  Margaret  said,  after  a 
long  silence,  you  promised  to  tell  me  how 
you  became  a Catholic ; will  you  not  do  it 
now  ? " 

Yes,  Margaret  : you  have*  a right  to 
know,  for,  next  to  divine  grace,  you  were 
the  means  of  making  me  one," 
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I ! she  exclaimed,  in  utter  astonish- 
ment. 

^^Tes,  and  very  unintentionally — quite 
as  much  so/"  he  added,  with  a smile,  ^^as 
you  cai)tured  my  heart  once  upon  a time, 
Margaret,  you  were  so  very  different  in  those 
days  from  any  I had  ever  met,  for  I had 
never  been  much  in  Catholic  society.  With 
all  your  gayety,  there  seemed  to  he  a deep,  im- 
movable repose  about  you,  as  if  you  rested 
on  something  more  than  worldly  prosperity, 
or  human  affection.  I can  understand  it 
all  now — I can  feel  how  the  glorious  invis- 
ible society,  amid  which  we  Catholics  live, 
creates  an  atmosphere  around  us  which  is 
incomprehensible  to  those  who  do  not  enjoy 
it  ; but  then,  Margaret,  it  was  an  enigma  to 
me  ; and  my  curiosity  to  discover  why  you 
were  thus,  was  so  aroused,  that  I deter- 
mined to  gratify  it  at  all  costs  ; and  after 
the  last  terrible  scenes  in  Hortensia"s  house 
— forgive  me  that  I recall  them — I went  to 
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Europe,  knowing  just  enough  of  Catholicity 
to  long  for  a deeper  knowledge.  Then 
Margaret  it  was  that  your  image  fled  ; then 
as  I saw  more  and  more  clearly  the  severe 
majestic  beauty  of  the  Church,  unscarred  by 
persecution,  unsullied  by  sin,  I forgot  the 
human  love  that  first  led  me  to  seek  her. 
The  years  since  then  have  been  very  happy. 
I have  had  an  object  to  gain,  an  aim  for  all 
my  endeavors.  When  I returned  to  Cin- 
cinnati last  fall,  I heard  for  the  first  time 
of  your  misfortune,  and  also  your  self-for- 
getting devotion.  Margaret,  I have  told  you 
all,  there  is  but  one  thing  more  I must  add 
before  we  part  to-night.  There  is  no  longer 
the  bar  to  our  union  you  once  spoke  of,  we 
kneel  now  at  the  same  altar.  May  w^e  not 
labor  together  in  this  life  to  attain  the  more 
perfect  one  hereafter  ? ” 

Margaret  did  not  speak,  but  bent  her  head 
upon  the  hand  that  rested  on  his  arm.  It 
was  very  sweet  to  be  loved,  very  like  a warm 
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gush  of  the  old  earthly  happiness  coming 
back  again.  She  had  lived  so  long  detached 
from  others  that  the  very  novelty  was  fasci- 
nating. And  there  was  no  harm  in  yielding 
to  it ; not  a shadow  of  wrong  in  suffering  her 
heart  to  admit  that  sweet  human  affection  ; 
and  for  a while  all  the  brightness  of  the 
past  flushed  over  her  path^  lighting  up  with 
a transient  flush  of  glory,  the  soft  twilight 
that  had  long  hovered  over  it.  Only  for  a 
little  while.  When  Etienne  spoke  to  Mr. 
Hamilton  of  his  wishes,  the  childish  old 
man  said  he  would  never  consent. 

Margaret  ! Margaret  ! You  told  me 
you  would  never  desert  me,"^  he  said  pit- 
eously to  her. 

She  shall  not  leave  you,  Mr.  Hamilton,^^ 
Etienne  said,  I will  come  here,  and  live 
with  you.'’' 

No  ! no  ! I do  not  want  you,  Margaret 
must  not  marry.  Promise,  dear,  that  you 
will  not  ! What  can  Eita  and  I do  with- 
out you  ? ” 
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He  grew  so  excited,  the  very  thought 
seemed  to  trouble  him  so  much,  that  she 
promised  what  he  asked.  Etienne  in  vain 
tried  to  reason  with  him,  to  persuade 
him  to  consent  ; his  answer  was  always  the 
same.  Always  a closer  clasp  of  his  child's 
hand  and  an  imploring  look.  She  could  not 
resist.  Margaret  will  not  marry." 

And  so  the  last  glimpse  of  mere  earthly 
happiness  faded  out.  Etienne  went  away 
sad  but  resigned,  and  then  the  calm  cheer- 
fulness she  had  kept  up  for  his  sake,  forsook 
her  for  a while.  Little  Eita  wondered  why 
she  knelt  so  long  at  her  chamber  window 
the  night  he  had  told  her  good-bye,  wondered 
why  her  face  was  so  pale,  and  her  slender 
hands  were  so  tightly  clasped  together. — 
She  was  looking  out  through  the  jessamine 
vines  on  the  cloudless  sky  and  the  moonlit 
garden,  and  when  the  child  fell  asleep  the 
long  pent-up  tears  rained  down.  Some- 
thing almost  like  a reproachful  cry  to  Heaven 
rang  in  her  troubled  heart ; but  it  was 
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quickly  silenced^  and  after  one  passionate 
burst  of  grief^  she  was  again  the  quiet^ 
unresisting  Margaret^  she  bad  been  for  so 
many  years ; bowing  humbly  to  the  good 
! pleasure  of  God,  sweetly  kissing  the  hand 
that  smote  her.  It  was  another  white  fra- 
grant blossom  of  resignation  placed  in  the 
• crown  angels  were  weaving  for  her.  0 faith- 
ful heart ! Most  beautiful  was  thy  perfect, 

I childish  abandon  ! But,  like  the  patriarch 
I of  old,  it  was  only  a willingness  to  give  up 
! that  which  was  dearest  which  was  asked  of 
her.  Mr.  Hamilton  the  next  morning,  as 
if  totally  unconscious  of  his  opposition  of 
the  previous  night,  said  gaily,  when  he  saw 
j Etienne  coming  in, 

Margaret ! I wonder  why  you  and  Eti- 
I enne  can't  make  a match  of  it.  I think 

I 

1]  you  would  be  such  a fine-looking  couple. 
Mr.  Lamar,  don't  you  think  my  little  Madge 
is  beautiful  ? " 

Etienne,  with  a quick  smile  hashing  over 
his  face,  took  the  astonished  girl's  hand  : 
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^’Most  beautiful^  indeed,  but  far  better 
than  beautiful.  May  I have  her,  Mr.  Ham- 
ilton ? I will  not  take  her  away ; I will 
live  here  with  you.""^ 

Why,  that  will  be  delightful ! Marga- 
ret, let  us  have  the  wedding  this  week.^' 
Scarce  knowing  what  she  did,  she  said, 
^^Yes;^^  and  quite  satisfied  that  he  had 
settled  the  matter,  Mr.  Hamilton  went  to 
take  his  walk  in  the  garden.  Come,  dear 
Margaret,^^  said  Mr.  Lamar,  with  a haj^py 
laugh,  ^^you  must  not  recall  that  little 
consenting  ^yes."  We  must  take  your 
father  at  his  word,  or  he  will  be  enacting 
over  again  the  scenes  of  last  night.'’' 

And  so  it  was  arranged.  They  were 
married  very  quietly ; and  much  to  the 
astonishment  of  fashionable  friends,  who 
again  began  to  flock  around  them,  they  re- 
mained in  the  old  homestead.  I5ut  the 
^school  was  broken  up;  ^^for,"  said  Eti- 
enne, you  have  labored  too  long  already 
Margaret,  and  now  that  you  belong  to  me, 
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I must  take  care  of  you,  and  make  you 
rest.'^ 


It  will  be  twenty  years  next  New-Year's 
Eve,  since  Mr.  Hamilton  and  Hortense, 
Margaret  and  Etienne,  Frederick  and  Alice, 
sat  in  tlie  stately  mansion  on  Fourth  Street, 
talking  of  the  future  and  the  past.  Little 
they  then  thought  of  the  storms  that 
awaited  them,  or  the  dark,  lonely  paths, 
through  which  they  were  to  be  led  ; little 
thought  Hortense — proud,  selfish  Hortense 
Hamilton — that  she  would  one  day  be  a 
Sister  of  Charity,  walking  calm  and  faithful 
amid  scenes  of  suffering  and  carnage.  She 
is  one  of  those  whose  zeal  in  the  Crimea  is 
winning  deathless  laurels  in  heaven. 

There  will  be  another  wedding  at  the 
old  homestead  on  New-Year's  Day ; our 
little  Kita,  now  a gifted  woman,  will  pledge 
her  faith  to  one  worthy  of  the  trust.  These 
changes  of  twenty  years  ! The  homestead 
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is  not  the  same  ; a grand  aristocratic  man- 
sion has  been  erected  on  the  north-western 
portion  of  the  large  park-like  enclosure^ 
and  on  the  side  facing  the  south  a row  of 
dwellings  shuts  out  the  sunshine  from  the 
school-room  windows.  And  when  Margaret 
sits  there  now  amid  her  own  children,  only 
the  sunset  gleam  rests  on  her  head  like  a 
halo,  and  lends  her  sweet  face  the  dazzling 
lightness  of  long  ago.  Seven-and-thirty 
her  next  birth-day  ! One  would  scarcely 
believe  her  that,  for  she  is  still  beautiful, — 
still  young  in  heart.  It  will  never  be  other- 
wise with  her,  for  peace  has  shaded  her 
with  its  wings,  and  the  passing  days  but 
bring  her  nearer  to  her  home. 


THE  Em 


» 


E.  DUNIGM  & BROTHER’S 

Atsntiatti 

CATHOLIC  PUBLICATIONS, 

WHICH  ARE  OFFERED  FOR  SALE 

A.T  THE 

LOWEST  PRICES. 

Edwjlrd  DuNiGi^N  jiMD  BROTHER  beg  respoctHiIly  to  ceU 
the  attention  of  the  Rt.  Reverend  Bishops,  Reverend  Clergy, 
Religions  Cornmnnities,  and  the  Public  generally,  to  the  list  of 
cheap  Standard  Catholic  Works,  published  by  them ; and  beg 
also  to  inform  them  that  beside  their  own  Publications,  they 
keep  constantly  on  hand  all  the  Books  of  the  other  Catholic 
Publishers,  which  they  supply  to  the  Reverend  Clergy,  Colleges, 
Schools,  &c.  along  with  their  own,  at  the  Publishers’  lowest 
wholesale  and  retail  prices ; and  will  feel  much  obliged  by  any 
orders  they  may  be  favoured  with  from  any  ptai  of  the  United 
States,  Canadas,  &c.,  which  will  be  attended  to  wUh  punctuality 
and  dispatch. 


•i* 


COPY  OF  A LETTEE 


r 


ACCOMPANYING  A GOLD  MEDAL  SENT  BY  THE 
HOLY  FATHER 


(0kati  iumggg  k SSrntjiEr. 

Most  worthy  and  respected  Gentlemen : — 

Some  hoolcs^  which^  as  it  appeared  by  your  most 
courteous  letter^  you  wished  to  offer  to  our  most  holy 
Lord  Pope  Pius  IXy  ham  been  lately  handed  to  him. 
This  act  on  your  part  could  not  but  please  his  Holiness.^ 
and  the  zeal  you  constantly  show  by  the  publication  of 
worlcs  in  defence  and  protection  of  the  cause  of  the 
Catholic  Religion.^  gires  him  great  joy 

The  Sovereign  Pontiff  therefore  with  great  pleas-^ 
ure  encourages  you  in  your  course  by  this  letter.^  and 
returns  you  his  thanlcs  for  the  gift.^  which  you  offer. 

I am  moreover  ordered  to  transmit  a gold  medal 
which  the  same  benign  Pontiff  sends^  impressed  with 
his  august  effigy.^  and  with  it.^  as  a pledge  of  his  pater- 
nal and  especial  affection  towards  you^  his  Apostolic 
blessing which  as  an  auspice  of  all  heamnly  good.^  he 
loringly  grants  you  with  the  most  sincere  affection  of 
his  heart. 

I ham  only  to  profess  my  respects  to  you^  Oentlmien^ 
on  whom  I earnestly  implore  all  that  is  saving  and  pro- 
pitious from  our  Lord. 

Gentlemen., 

Tour  most  humble  and  obedient  Servant., 
DOMINIC  FIOBAMONTf 

JlorMt  Jvly  6^,  1853.  Lai^  Secretary  to  Ms  Holineta. 


To  E.  D UNIGAN  &BROTEER,  New  York. 

t ^ 


PgBUSHED  UNDER  THE  APPEOBATICN 


OF  THS 

MOST  BEY.  JOHN  HUGHES^ 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  NEW  YORK. 



DUNiaAN  & BEOTHER^S 

NBW,  CHEAP)  SUHEEBLY  ILLHSTKATED,  AND  L^ABEIDGED  EDITION  OP’ 

Haydock’s  Catholic  Family  Bible  and 

Commentary^ 

T?l6  most  comprehmsive  in  the  English  Lomguage. 

THE  ’HOLY  BIBLE,  translated  from  the  Latin  Vulgate,  dili- 
gently compared  with  the  Hebrew,  Greek,  and  other  editions  in 
various  languages.  The  Old  Testament,  first  published  by  the 
English  College  at  Douay,  A.  D.,  1609 ; and  the  New  Testament, 
first  published  by  the  English  College  at  Eheims,  A D.,  1582,  with 
nseftil  notes.  Critical,  Historical,  Controversial,  and  Explanatory,  from 
the  most  eminent  Commentators  and  able  and  judicious  critics. 

By  tlie  Rev.  Oeo.  Aeo  Raydock,  D.  B. 


Splendidly  embellished  by  eminent  Artists,  after  the  great  Masters. 
This  edition  contains  in  full  the  many  thousand  Critical,  Explanatory, 
and  Practical  Notes  illustrative  of  the  Text,  with  References,  Read- 
ings, Chronological  Tables,  and  Indexes  of  the  great  Original  Work, 
being  an  exact  reprint  of  the  edition  approved  by  the  Catholic  hierar- 
chy in  England  and  Ireland.  It  is  published  under  the  approbation  of 
the  Most  Rev.  John  Hughes,  D.  D.,  Archbishop  of  New  York,  and 
honored  with  the  patronage  of  most  of  the  Archbishops,  Bishops,  and 
Clergy  of  the  United  States  and  the  Canadas. 

Price— American  morocco,  embossed, $14 

Turkey  morocco,  gilt  edges,  . . , , . 16 

“ ♦*  super  extra  gilt  edges,  . , .18 

“ “ “ bevelled,  ...  20 

“ “ “ panelled  sides,  , , ,25 

Also  in  8S  parts,  at  25  cents  a part 
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2 Dunigan  & Brother’s  Haydock’s  Bible. 


APPROBATION  OF  TUP  ORDINARY. 

« This  new  edition  of  the  English  version  of  the  Bible,  with  the 
oomplete  notes  of  Bishop  Ghalloner,  Bev.  Geo.  Leo  Haydock,  and 
others,  known  as  Haydock’s  Catholic  Bible,  having  been  duly  exam- 
ined, wa  hereby  approve  of  its  republication  by  Edward  Dunigan  Sf 
Brother  of  this  city. 

' “ Given  at  New  York,  this  5th  day  of  May,  1S52,  under  our  hand 
and  seal 

“ Jobiiy  Aechbishop  of  New  Yoek. 


Additional  Approbations. 

“ I most  willingly  adhere  to  the  approval  of  this  edition  of  the 
Holy  Bible,  given  by  my  Most  Kev.  Friend  and  Brother  in  Christ,  the 
Archbishop  of  New  York;  and  I shall  not  fail  to  recommend  its  use 
to  the  clergy  and  faithful  of  the  Ecclesiastical  province  of  Quebec. 

“t  P.  P.,  Aechb’p  of  QOEBHa* 

“ I return  you  thanks  for  your  splendid  edition  of  the  Bible  with 
Haydock’s  notes.  I am  happy  to  find  that  you  have  completed  your 
I arduous  imdertaking,  and  trust  that  a rapid  sale  will  reward  your 
' noble  enterprise. 

“ t Francis  Patrick  Kenrick, 

Abchb’p  Balt.” 

“ I feel  proud  of  adding  my  approbation  to  that  of  your  illustrious 
Archbishop,  and  unite  with  all  the  Prelates  and  Catholics  of  this 
country,  in  felicitating  you  on  the  auspicious  consummation  of  so 
noble  an  undertaking.  Wishing  you  a long  succession  of  years  dis- 
tinguished by  labors  and  virtues,  such  as  merited  for  you  the  letter 
and  gold  medal  from  the  Holy  Father  with  his  Apostolic  blessing. 

“I remain,  &c., 

t JT.  B.  Purcell,  Abp.  Cm.” 

“ Please  accept  my  thanks  for  your  new  and  unabridged  edition 
of  Haydook’s  Catholic  Bible,  and  enlist  my  name  among  your  sub- 
scribers, who,  I sincerely  hope,  will  be  as  numerous  as  you  have  un- 
questionable right  to  expect,  for  tho  unsurpassed  care  which  you 
have  given  to  this  precious  publication. 

I have  the  honor  to  remain,  your  affect  serv’t, 

“t  Aut.,  Abp.  of  New  Obieaijs.’* 

♦ 
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Additional  Approbations. 

“ You  may  place  my  name  among  those  of  the  other  Prelates,  -who 
recommend  your  edition  to  the  public. 

“t  Peter  Ricliard,  Ab’p.  op  St.  Loins.’* 

“ I greatly  admire  and  commend  your  beautifully  illustrated  edi- 
tion of  tho  Holy  Bible,  with  Haydock’s  vauable  notes.  Your  zeal 
and  enterprise  are  certainly  deserving  of  all  praise,  and  will  ,1  hope,  be 
rewarded  by  a widely  extended  patronage. 

“t  JoUn,  Bp.  op  Albany.” 

“Of  the  circulation  of  your  edition  of  Hay-lock’s  Bible  in  my 
diocese,  I do  not  merely  declare  my  cordial  approval,  but  my  most 
aimest  wish,  that  it  may  find  a home  and  readers  in  every  family. 

“t  Ricliard  Vincent,  Bp.  op  Wheeling. 

“ The  correctness  of  the  editiomof  which  yours  is  a reprint,  and  tho 
value  of  the  notes  attached  to  it,  are  facts  which  need  not  now  be 
proved,  for  they  are  well  known  to  all  who  read  the  Holy  Scriptures 
in  English.  The  testimony  of  the  Most  Eev.  Archbishop  of  New 
York,  prefixed  to  your  edition,  furnishes  sufficient  evidence  of  tho 
accuracy  and  faithfulness  with  which  you  have  performed  your  part 
In  it&  reproduction.  If,  however,  you  think  that  my  approval  may  be  | 
of  any  benefit,  you  are  free  to  make  use  of  it  j 

♦*  Yours,  respectfully,  j 

t JoUn  B.  Fitzpatrick,  | 

Bp.  op  Boston,” 

“ I feel  extremely  anxious  to  see  this  splendid  edition  among  the 
Catholics  of  my  diocese,  and  I shall  do  ^every  thing  in  my  power  to  { 
circulate  it— at  least  to  recommend  it.  It  will  prove  a rich  mine  to 
refute  the  objectio/is  and  remove  the  prejjudices  of  tho  enemies  of  our 
holy  religion. 

“t  James  Oliver^  Bp.  op  Natchez.”  i 
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Additional  Approbations* 

**  At  tile  request  of  Messrs.  Dunigan  & Brother,  I oheerfhllj  jcdn 
in  recommending  their  new  edition  of  ‘Haydock’s  Catholic  Bible,’  a 
work  so  much  esteemed,  and  now  republished  with  the  approbation 
of  the  Most  Kev.  Dr.  Hughes,  Archbishop  of  New  York. 

t Jolin,  Bp.  or  BurrALO.” 

“ I most  willingly  give  my  approbation  to  tho  useful  undertaking 
of  Messrs.  Dunigan  & Brother  in  their  publication  of  the  Holy  Bible. 

t HlatliiaSy  Bp.  or  Dubuque.” 

•*  Having  examined  the  beautiful  new  edition  of  Haydock’s  Bible, 
published  by  E.  Dunigan  & Brother,  I believe  it  to  be  a faithful  ver- 
sion of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  enriched  with  learned  and  copious  com- 
mentaries by  approved  Catholic  writers ; and  I cheerfully  recommend 
It  to  the  faithful  of  my  Diocese,  as  a choice  family  Bible,  elegant  in 
appearance  and  rich  in  learning. 

“t  jr.  Spalding:,  Bp.  or  LomsvnjtB.” 

“The  larger  will  be  the  circulation  of  your  unparalleled  Family 
Bible  in  the  Diocese  of  Toronto,  the  happier  will  be,  &c., 

“ t Armandus  Fr.  Ufa.,  Bp.  or  Toeouto.” 

“ Having  examined  the  new  edition  of  Haydock’s  Catholic  Bible, 
by  E.  Dunigan  & Brother,  I cheerfully  unite  with  the  other  prelates 
In  recommending  it  to  the  faithful  of  the  Diocese  of  Charleston,  and  of 
the  United  States. 

“tl.  A.  Reynolds, 

Bishop  or  Chaelbston.” 

**  I most  cordially  recommend  Messrs.  Dunigan  & Brother’s  edition 
of  Haydock’s  Bible,  published  under  the  sanction  of  Abp.  Hughes,  to 
the  attention  and  patronage  of  the  Catholics  of  the  Diocese  of  Erie. 

“t  J#  M.  ITonng,  Bp.  or  Ebie.” 
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Additional  Approbations* 


“ I cheerfully  recommend  to  the  clergy  and  faithful  of  the  diocese 
f Portland,  the  elegant  edition  of  Haydock’s  Catholic  Bible,  published 
\y  Messrs.  Dunigan  & Brother  with  the  approbation  of  the  most  Rev. 
Archbishop  of  New  York. 

46  David  'William9 

“Bp.  of  Postland.’* 


“lam  very  happy  that  your  zeal  for  our  holy  religion,  which  dis- 
'jlays  itself  in  your  late  edition  of  Haydock’s  Bible,  with  its  numerous 
and  useful  comments  and  notes  gives  mo  a chance  to  write  to  you. 
♦ * ♦ ♦ ‘ By  all  means,  by  sea  or  by  land,’  remember  well  that  I 
must  have  these  Bibles,  because  I am  sure,  they  will  be  beneficial 
to  the  cause  of  religion  in  this  country. 

“Wishing  you  all  success,  I beg  to  remain,  dear  gentlemen,  your 
humble  servant, 

^ 44  mod.  Demer89 

“ E.  C.  Bishop  op  VancouvekIs  Islaio).’* 


“ The  beautiful  edition  of  Haydock’s  Family  Bible,  published  by 
Messrs.  Dunigan  <fc  Brother,  has  my  cordial  approbation,  and  I recom- 
mend it  to  the  Catholics  of  my  diocese. 

^ 66mcbael9 

“Bp.  op  Mobile.” 


“ I congratulate  you  on  the  noble  undertaking  of  your  giving  a 
new  edition  of  the  Hay  dock  Bible,  and  conjointly  with  the  Catholic 
Kpiscopate  of  America,  I give  my  approbation  to  a work  creditable 
to  your  name  and  so  useful  to  the  church. 

‘‘A. 9 

“Bp.  op  Clevelaot).” 
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A dditional  Approbations* 

“ I know  not  in  what  terms  ti.  express  my  admiration  of  your 
energy,  enterprise  and  success,  in  producing  a work  that  reflects 
credit  upon  our  country  and  religion.  I will  do  all  I can  to  farther 
its  circulation.  “ Yours,  in  our  Lord, 

“tGeorg-e  Aloysius, 

“ Bp.  of  Covington.'’ 

“ If  my  approbation  be  deemed  of  any  service,  most  cheerfully  do  I 
give  it  I will  also  do  all  in  my  power  to  make  this  new  publication 
known  through  the  diocese  of  Galveston.  Your  zeal  to  enrich  the 
country  with  useful  books,  cannot  be  sufficiently  praised.  God,  I 
hope,  will  reward  your  generous  eflTorts,  and  prosper  your  religious 
undertakings,  so  favorable  to  the  diffusion  of  our  holy  faith. 

“ + J.  Odin, 

“ Bp.  of  Galveston.” 

“ I most  cheerfully  concur  with  the  Most  Eev.  Archbishop  of  New 
York  and  other  prelates  of  this  country  in  approving  of  this  republica-  ’ 
tion,  and  do  strongly  recommend  it  to  the  clergy  and  faithful  of  the 
diocese  of  Detroit. 

“t  Peter  Paul, 

“ Bp.  Z.  0.  a.  Deteoit.” 

“ I take  great  pleasure  in  joining  with  the  other  prelates  in  the 
approbation  of  your  Bible  with  a sincere  desire  not  only  to  warrant! 
but  also  to  encourage  the  circulation  of  this  splendid  work  throughout 
the  extent  of  my  diocese. 

“t  Jobin  Martin, 

“ Bp.  of  Milwaukee.; 

“Your  nobile  edition  of  Haydock’s  Bible  is  far  superior  to  any 
edition  of  the  Bible  heretofore  published  in  the  United  Statei,  and  I 
cheerfully  unite  my  approbation  with  those  of  the  prelates  that  have 
preceded  me. 

“tRicliard  Pius  Miles, 

“ Bp.  of  Nashville.” 
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Additional  Approbations. 

“I  trast  that  the  Catholic  community,  not  only  in  the  dioceses  of 
Chicago  and  Quincy,  hut  throughout  the  Union,  will,  whilst  seek  mg 
I instruction  in  the  Book  of  Life,  show  their  appreciation  of  your  en- 
' tcrprise  and  success,  in  presenting  to  them  this  Holy  Volume  in  so 
Earned,  perfect  and  beautiful  a form. 

+ Antliony9 

, “ Bishop  op  Chicaqo.” 

“ The  recommendation  of  the  distingushed  Bishop  Hughes,  and  the 
little  I have  read  of  the  notes,  are  more  than  sufficient  to  induce  me 
to  be  a patron  of  your  important  and  useful  new  edition  of  Haydock’s 
: Bible.  I highly  approve  your  bold  and  holy  work.  God  will  reward 
you. 

Josepli  Cretin9 

“ Bisn.  OF  St.  Paul.’* 

“ The  approbation  of  so  many  distinguished  prelates,  without  the 
addition  of  mine,  which  I freely  give,  is  more  than  sufficient  to  war- 
rant the  circulation  of  tliat  valuable  work  in  my  diocese. 

^ 4-  ]llaurice9 

“Bp.  op  Vincennes.” 

“ I most  heartily  concur  with  so  many  of  my  Bight  Eev.  Brethren 
In  the  approbation  and  recommendation  of  Ed.  Dunigan  & Brother’s 
most  magnificent  edition  of  the  Catholic  Bible,  with  Haydock’s  notes 
unabridged.  There  is  no  apprehension  of  misunderstanding  any  text 
I of  the  Holy  Book  in  this  edition,  where  every  difficult  passage  is  so 
[ well  and  faithfully  explained. 

+ Frederic  Barag:a9 

I “ Bishop,  and  V.  A.  op  Uppee  Michigan.” 

“The  beautiful  edition  of  Haydock’s  Family  Bible,  published  by 
Messrs.  Dunigan  & Brother,  of  New  York,  has  my  approbation,  md  1 
cordially  recommend  its  circulation  in  the  diocese  of  Brooklyn. 

« + jroliii9 

“ Bp.  op  Beookltw.” 
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CHEAP  AND  MAGNIFICENT  EDITIONS  OF  THE 

DOUAY  BIBLE, 

m VAEIOUS  SIZES  AND  STYLES  OF  ELEGANT  BINDINGS, 
AND 

NEW  TESTAMENTS  IN  THE  ENGLISH  AND  SPANISH  LANGFAGEa 

PUBLISHED  UNDER  THE  APPROBATION  OF  THE 

MOST  REV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D.  D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OP  NEW  YORK. 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Illustrated  Family  Edition-  Imperial  Octavo. 

Printed  in  double  columns,  with  parallel  References,  being  the 
only  edition  printed  in  the  United  States  that  contains  them, 
with  Hluminated  Title,  Family  Records,  from  original  de- 
signs, and  many  exquisite  Engravings,  from  the  great 


Masters. 

Superb  Turkey  morocco,  15  iUustrations. 00 

American  morocco,  illuminated  sides  and  edges,  14  iUus- 
trations   5 00 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges,  14  iUustrations 4 60 

Embossed  morocco,  fancy  edges,  14  iUustrations 8 00 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Cheap  Editioa  Royal  Octavo. 

American  morocco,  Uluminated  sides  and  gUt  edges,  6 

iUustrations $4  00 

American  morocco,  fuU  gUt  sides  and  edges,  6 iUustrations,  8 60 
Do.  do.  gilt  back  and  sides,  fancy  edges,  6 iUus- 
trations  2 60 

Embossed  morocco,  gilt  back,  fancy  edges,  4 plates 2 00 

Sheep  Bindings,  1 plate 1 60 
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EDWAED  DUNIGAN  & BEOTHEE’S 

NEW  ANP  BEAUTIFUL  EDITIONS  OF 

Itankrii  Catliiilit  33nnk0, 

IN  THE 

ENGLISH,  GERMAN,  PRENCH,  AND  SPANISH  LANGUAGES. 

PUBUSHED  UNDER  THE  DISTINGUISHED  APPROBATION  OP  THE 

MOST  EEV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D.  D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OP  NEW  TORK, 

Their  new  and  splendid  Presentation  Editions  are  the  most 
beautiful  Prayer-books  printed  in  the  English  language.  Id 
artistic  style,  superb  illustrations,  broad,  clear  type,  letter- 
press,  bindings  from  the  most  simple  and  exquisite  taste  to  the 
most  gorgeous  style  of  past  centuries — in  the  richest  royal  vel- 
vet, with  pure  silver  adornings — altogether  unite  an  elegance 
never  before  attained  in  the  art  of  bookmaking  in  this  country ; 
and  are  admirably  adapted  for  HOLIDAY  PHESENTS, 
KEEPSAKES,  <fea  From  Fifty  Dollars  to  12|  cents,  to  suit  all 
purchasers, 

IJRSULIN’E  MANUAL : 2 sizes,  18mo,  and  24mo.  From 
$60  00  to  $1  26.  New  and  superb  edition,  large  type  ; 868 
pagea  Universally  recommended  as  the  best  and  most  use- 
ful Catholic  Prayer-book  ever  printed.  Illustrated  With  a 
beautiful  Illuminated  Pfesentation  Page  and  12  newly- 
engraved  Illustrations  of  the  highest  finish  and  beauty,  from 
designs  by  the  great  masters,  Overbeck,  and  others. 

URSULINE  MANUAL*  cheap  edition,  18mo.  Fronr.fO  cts. 
to  $1  00. 

CATHOLIC  PIETY : large  type,  finely-engraved  Illustrations, 
with  the  Epistles  and  Gospels,  for  the  Sundays  and  principal 
Festirals  of  the  Year.  By  the  Rev.  William  Gahan,  0.  S.  A, 
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Publish  (he  larged  assortment  tn  (he  United  States  of  the  most  appsxsted 

STANDARD  CATHOLIC  PRAYER  BOOKS, 

m THE  ENGLISH.  GERMAN,  ERENCH,  AND  SPANISH  LANeiFAGK, 

UNDER  THE  APPROBATION  OF  THE 

MOST  REV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D.  D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  NEW  YORK. 

BEST  PBAYER  BOOE:  OF  ITS  SIZE  PUBLISHED. 

CATHOLIC  PIETY : with  Epistles  and  Gospels,  for  the  Sun- 
day and  principal  Festivals  of  the  year.  By  Rev.  William 
Gahan,  0.  S.  A.  Revised,  corrected,  and  greatly  enlarged  by  a 
Catholic  priest.  24mo.  Large  type,  7 68  pages,  an  Illuminated 
Presentation  Page,  and  10  of  the  finest  line  Engravings,  from 
Overbeck,  Sassoferrato,  Carlo  Dolci,  and  other  great  masters. 

A new  and  elegant  presentation  edition  of  this  universally- 
approved  and  widely-known  Prayer-book  is  just  published  in  a 
peculiarly  neat  and  handsome  manner,  the  type  being  large 
enough  for  the  weakest  vision  ; and  it  is  more  comprehensive 
than  any  Prayer-book  of  the  kind  yet  issued. 

Velvet,  full  ornaments,  illuminated  presentation  page, 

and  10  splendidly  engraved  plates $6  60 

Velvet,  clasps  and  corners,  11  plates 4 60 

“ embossed,  with  clasp,  11  plates 8 60 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  11 

plates 2 88 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  11  plates 2 00  ‘ 

“ “ gilt  edges,  10  plates 1 60 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges,  with  clasps,  10  plates...  1 00 

CATHOLIC  PIETY.  Cheap  edition.  24mo.  I 

American  morocco,  full  gilt  edges  and  sides,  with  clasp,  r 

7 plates 88  } 

American  morocco,  full  gilt  sides  and  edges,  7 plates...  76  ^ 
U H « « « 7 “ 68 


• “ gilt  sides,  7 plates 60 

Roan  morocco,  gilt  back,  1 plate 88 


PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAN  & BROTHER. 
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; FLOWERS  OF  PIETY.  The  Gem  of  Prayer-books. 

New  large  type,  and  elegant  edition  of  this  most  compre- 
hensive and  beautiful  Prayer-book ; with  a splendid  illu- 

Iminated  presentation  page,  and  10  fine  engraved  Illustrar 
tions,  by  the  first  artists  in  America,  from  designs  of  Over- 
beck, Steinle,  and  other  great  masters, 
i From  the  earliest  publication  of  the  Flowers  of  Piety  by 
the  subscribers,  it  has  obtained  universal  favor  for  its  com- 
I prehensiveness,  its  neat  and  portable  form,  and  unequalled  ele- 
ji  gance  of  its  mechanical  execution.  This  new  edition,  just  is- 
I , sued,  has  received  such  improvements  in  its  contents,  illustra- 
I tions,  and  binding,  as  to  be  the  most  beautiful  small-sized  Prayer- 
1 book  ever  issued,  with  type  large  enough  for  the  weakest  vision. 
1 Velvet,  full  ornaments,  illuminated  presentation  page, 


and  10  exquisite  plates $6  00 

Velvet,  clasps  and  comers,  10  plates 4 00 

Turkey  morocco,  super  ext.  gilt  edges,  clasp,  10 plates.  2 26 
Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  10  plates 1 63 

FLOWERS  OF  PIETY.  48mo.  Elegant  large  type  edition. 
Velvet,  full  ornaments,  illuminated  presentation  page, 

and  10  exquisite  engravings $4  60 

Velvet,  clasp  and  comers,  10  plates 8 60 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra,  10  plates 1 60 

FLOWERS  OF  PIETY.  Cheap  edition.  82mo. 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  8 plates 68 

“ « « “ 8 plates 60 

* “ gilt  sides,  4 plates 88 

Roan  morocco,  gilt  back,  1 plate 26 

FLOWERS  OF  PIETY.  Cheap  edition.  48mo. 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  8 plates 68 

“ .i  « »«  8 plates 60 

“ •*  gilt  back  and  sides,  1 plate  81 

Sheep 19 
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EDWARD  DDNIGAN  & BROTHER 

PiMuh  the  largest  assortment  in  the  United  Staies  of  the  most  approved 

STANDARD  CATHOLIC  PRAYER  B00KS> 

IN  THE  ENGLISH,  GERMAN,  PEENCH,  AND  SPANISH  LANGUAGES, 

Ir.  various  sizes,  and  in  every  variety  of  Cheap  and  Elegant  Bindings. 

•WITH  THE  APPROBATION  OP  THE 

MCST  REV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  NEW  YORK. 

DEVOUT  MANUAL.  New  Prayer-book,  large  type.  82mo. 

As  a manual  of  prayer  for  aU  stages  and  stations,  comprising 
such  devotions,  exercises,  <fcc.,  as  are  universally  needed,  it  is 
believed  to  possess  advantages  over  any  other  prayer-book 
printed  in  the  English  language.  It  is  beautifully  printed  on  a 
large  open  type,  selected  with  especial  reference  to  ease  and 
comfort  in  reading,  and  is  believed  to  be  the  most  useful,  the 
cheapest,  and  most  elegant  prayer-book  printed. 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  8 plates $1  50 

“ full  gilt,  clasps,  8 plates 1 76 

American  morocco,  full  gilt  sides  and  edges,  and  clasps, 

8 plates 63 

American  morocco,  illuminated  sides,  gilt  edges,  8 plates  63 
American  morocco,  full  gilt  sides  and  edges,  8 plates...  60 

" gilt  sides,  2 plates 38 

Roan  morocco,  gilt  back,  1 plate 26 

KEY  OF  HEAVEN : 24mo. 

Tm-key  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  and  clasps,  9 

plates 26 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  9 plates 2 00 

**  “ gilt  edges  and  clasps,  6 plates 1 76 

“ « « 6 plates 160 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  clasps,  6 plates 88 

“ “ " « Opiates 76 

“ « « 4 plates 63 

“ “ gilt  sides,  2 plates 60 

Rcan  morocco,  gilt  back,  1 plate 88 
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DAILY  PIETY : a Guide  to  Catholic  Deyotions ; for  general 
use. 

Daily  Piety  contains,  in  the  most  compendious  and  intelligi- 
ble form,  the  most  indispensable  pra]?  ers  and  exercises  of  devo- 
tions. It  contains  the  Prayers  at  Mass,  TV’ith  thirty-six  Pictorial 
Illustrations,  selections  of  the  best  Litanies,  Hymns,  <fec.,  accom- 
panied with  explanations  designed  to  convey  the  most  infer 
mation  in  the  least  possible  space,  and  at  a very  low  price. 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra,  8 plates $1 

**  “ full  gilt  sides  and  edges,  and  clasps,  8 

plates 1 

American  morocco,  fuU  gilt  sides  and  edges,  and  clasp, 

8 plaxes 63 

American  morocco,  illuminated  sides,  gilt  edges,  8 plates  6 3 

American  morocco,  full,  gilt  sides  and  edges 50 

“ ‘‘  gilt  back  and  side 31 

Roan,  gilt  back 25 

Handsome  cloth  binding 19 

CHILD'S  CATHOLIC  PIETY ; new,  cheap,  and  beautiful 

Child’s  Prayer.  48mo.,  884  pages.  From  15  cents  to  $1  00. 
Numerous  fine  wood  illustrations. 

This  pretty  little  embellished  Child's  Prayer-book  contains 
morning  and  evening  Prayers,  Prayers  for  various  occasions.  De- 
votions for  Mass  and  Vespers,  Instructions  for  Confession  and 
Communion,  with  other  devotions  which  a child  would  delight  in, 
and  by  which  the  feelings  of  the  young  mind  might  be  excited 
to  fervor : Litanies,  and  beautiful  Hymns,  from  Lyra  Cathol- 
lOA  and  other  sources,  Translations  and  Paraphrases  of  the 
^ Church  Hymns,  with  many  pleasing  engravings,  to  make  this 
little  book  altogether  what  a child  would  treasure. 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra,  8 plates $1  25 

“ “ S plates 88 

American  “ or  cl*^,  gilt  edge,  8 plates 38 

Cloth,  gilt  sides  and  t^ck,  4 platiS 25 

Handsome  cloth  binding,  1 plate 19 
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EDWARD  DUMGAN  & BROTHER’S 

NEW  EDITIONS  OF  THE 

Itontorii  Cfltjjalir  Inaka, 

IN  THE 

ENGLISH,  GEEMAN,  PEENCH,  AND  SPANISH  LANGUAGES, 

ADAPTED  TO  GENEEAL  USE, 

And  comprise  the  most  varied,  splendid,  and  cheapest  assort- 
ment in  the  United  States,  and  arc 

PUBLISHED  UNDER  THE  DISTINGUISHED  APPROBATION  OP  THE 

MOST  REV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D.  D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  NEW  YORK. 

POCKET  CATHOLIC  MANUAL:  64mo.  Smallest  size 
Prayer-book  printed  ; with  beautiful  wood  Illustrations. 


Cloth,  plain  edge 12i 

**  gilt  back 19 

“ gilt  edges,  2 plates 25 

Turkey  morocco,  extra,  6 plates *76 

MASS  AND  VESPER  BOOK:  64mo.  A Pocket  Prayer  for 
Mass  and  Vespers,  in  large  type. 

Cloth 12i 

Gilt  edges,  2 plates 26 

Turkey  morocco,  extra,  6 plates 76 


DAS  PARADIES  GARTLEIN. 

New  German  Prayer,  with  36  Rlustrations  of  the  Mass.  Con- 
taining the  most  indispensable  Prayers  and  Exercises  of 
Devotion,  with  beautiful  Litanies,  Hymns,  <fec.  32mo. 


Roan  morocco,  gilt  back 26 

American  morocco,  gilt  sides 88 

“ “ full  gilt  sides  and  edges 60 


“ “ “ “ “ with  clasp.  63 

Turkey  “ gilt  “ “ 1 60 
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PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAN  & BROTHER. 


WEG  ZUM  HIMMEL: 

NEW  GERMAN  PEAYER  AND  HYMN  BOOK. 

APPEOVED  BY  THE 

RT.  REV.  JOHN  HUGHES,  D.  D.,  BISHOP  OE  NEW  YORK 

24mo.,  608  pages. 

In  presenting  this  manual  for  the  use  of  the  numerous  body 
of  Catholics  speaking  the  German  language,  the  publishers 
claim  for  it  the  merit  of  being  the  most  complete  prayer-book 
of  the  kind  in  print,  as  containing  all  the  Prayers  and  Devo- 
tional Exercises  used  by  Catholics  in  the  public  or  private  prac- 
tice of  their  religion,  together  with  a full  collection  of  the  more 


approved  German  Hymns,  for  Sundays,  Holidays,  &c. 

Price,  in  neat  sheep  binding,.. $0  38 

“ " imitation  morocco,  plain  edge 50 

**  “ “ " gilt  edges *75 

“ “ American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  clasp.  87 

“ **  Turkey  morocco,  gilt  edges 1 76 


L’ANGE  CONDUCTEUR:  24mo. 

This  new  and  beautiful  French  Prayer-book  is  considered 
one  of  the  best  and  most  complete  Prayer-books  published, 
containing  in  fact  almost  every  thing  required. 

Rich  Velvet,  full  mounting,  9 fine  plates $6  00 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  9 

plates 2 26 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  9 plates 2 00 

**  “ gilt  edges,  8 plates 1 60 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  6 plates 88 

“ “ gilt  edges,  6 plates 76 

“ “ gilt  edges,  4 plates 63 

“ “ gilt  sides,  2 plates 60 

Roan  morocco,  1 plate 88 
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PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAN  & BROTHER. 


EL  DIAMENTS  DEL  AMERICANO  CATOLICO : 

24mo. 

This  beautiful  Spanish  Prayer-book  has  been  pronounced  by 
eminent  judges  as  the  most  comprehensive  and  best  Spanish 
Prayer-book  ever  printed. 

Published  with  the  approbation  of  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Ale- 
many,  Bishop  of  California  and  Monterey.  With  36  wood-cut 
Dlustrations  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  and  9 fine  steel 
Illustrations. 

Rich  velvet,  full  mounting,  9 steel  plates $6  00 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges  and  clasp,  9 

plates 2 26 

Turkey  morocco,  super  extra  gilt  edges,  9 plates 2 00 

“ “ gilt  edges  and  sides,  8 plates 1 60 

American  morocco,  gilt  edges  and  sides,  and  clasps, 

9 plates 1 18 

American  moroceo,  gilt  edges  and  sides 1 00 

“ “ gilt  sides,  4 plates V6 

Roan  morocco,  1 plate 66 


EL  CATECISMO  DE  LA  DOCTRINA  CRISTIANA, 

POR  EL  P.  EIPALDA, 

corregido  y aumentado,  para  el  uso  de  la  Diocesi  de  Monterey, 
California. 


DEFENSA  DE  ALGUNOS  PUNTOS  PE  LA  DOCTRINA 
CATOLICA  0 SEA  CONTESTACION  A LAS 
NUEVAS  OBSERVACIONES, 

Del  Sr.  Espinosa,  contra  el  Retrato  de  la  Vfrgen, 

Aprobada  y recomendada  pop  el  Reverend  isimo  Sor.  Olaspo 
Alemani 


PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAH  & BROTHER. 


LIFE  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGUST  MARY,  MOTHER  OF 
GOD : taken  from  the  Traditions  of  the  East,  the  Manners 
of  the  Israelites,  and  the  Writings  of  the  Holy  Fathers. 
From  the  French  of  M.  L’Abbe  Orsini,  by  the  Rev.  Patrick 
Power,  D.  D.  16mo. 


Cloth  binding,  1 fine  engraving $0  50 

**  “ gilt  edges,  4 plates 1 00 


“ **  full  gUt  edges  and  sides,  6 fine  plates...  1 60 

This  translation  from  the  French  of  the  Abbe  Orsini,  who 
collected  his  facts  from  traditions  of  the  East,  the  manners  of 
the  Israelites,  and  the  writings  of  the  Holy  Fathers,  is  written 
in  a peculiarly  graceful  and  felicitous  style.  The  most  promi- 
nent events  in  the  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ; her  seclusion  in 
the  gorgeous  temple  of  Solomon ; her  laborious  life  in  the  pic- 
turesque village  of  Nazareth ; her  sufferings  on  Calvary ; her 
wanderings  with  St.  John,  and  death  at  Ephesus,  arc  brought 
before  the  mind  with  more  than  the  vividness  of  painting. 

The  Charleston  Catholic  Miscellany  s^dys : “ This  is  truly  a 
beautiful  book.  Its  typography,  and  binding,  and  frontispiece 
(with  a plate  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  Child,  in  the  new  or 
Christian  style),  would  do  honor.” 

The  London  Tablet  says : “ This  is  an  opportune  book,  which 
has  given  us  much  pleasure.  It  conveys  a holy  and  lovely 
idea,  and  we  can  be  certain  that  some  such  life  as  this  the 
Blessed  Virgin  must  have  led,  according  to  the  circumstances 
related  of  her  by  a constant  and  harmonious  tradition.” 

The  London  Rambler  says : This  is  a work  of  European 
reputation,  and  has  received  the  highest  testimonials  of  appro- 
bation from  authorized  judges.” 
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EDWAED  DUNIGAN  & BEOTHEE, 

151  Fulton  Steeet,  near  Broadway, 

Are  Re-publishing^  with  the  approbation  of  the 

MOST  REV.  JOHN  HtJOHES,  D.D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  NEW-YORK, 

THE  NEW  AND  CHEAP  CATHOLIC  TRACTS 

now  in  course  of  publication  in  London,  under  the  sanction  of  the 
Bishop  of  Clifton,  and  with  the  approbaitton  of  Cardinal  Wiseman  and 
all  the  Catholic  Bishops  of  England. 

These  Tracts  are  admirably  adapted  for  general  distribution,  and  for 
spreading  a knowledge  of  the  Truths  of  the  Catholic  Religion,  as  they 
are  written  with  ability  and  care,  and  in  the  best  possible  spirit  of 
charity,  zeal,  and  good  taste,  and  must  eventually  win  their  way  into 
every  family?  as  each  Tract  discusses  in  a masterly  and  condensed 
manner  a single  subject  only.  Their  diversity,  embracing  as  they  do 
Historical,  Controversial,  and  Devotional  Subjects,  must  render  them 
highly  attractive  not  only  to  the  Catholic  but  to  the  general  reader. 
They  are  published  in  a neat  and  attractive  style  and  form,  with 
beautiful  type  and  good  paper,  and  sold  so  cheap  in  price  that  it  is 
hoped  they  will  meet  with  a large  circulation. 

No.  1.  ROSARY  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  MARY,  and  the 
Use  of  the  Beads  no  Repetition.  Price  4 cents, 

2.  THE  CHURCH,  THE  GUARDIAN  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES.  4 cts. 

3.  THE  CHURCH,  THE  WITNESS  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES.  4 cts. 

4.  THE  CHURCH,  A KINGDOM.  4 cents. 

5.  PROTESTANTISM  WEIGHED  AND  FOUND  WANTING  : the 

Bible  and  the  Bible  only.  4 cents. 

6.  PROTESTANTISM  WEIGHED  AND  FOUND  WANTING:  the 

Chmch.  4 cts. 

7.  BENEDICTION  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  SACRAMENT ; or, 

What  Catholics  do  when  the  Candles  are  lighted.  3 cents. 

8.  THE  CATHOLIC  MISSIONARY.  The  Jesuits  in  Paraguay.  6icts. 

9.  HOW  DID  ENGLAND  BECOME  CATHOLIC  AND  HOW  DID 

ENGLAND  BECOME  PROTESTANT.  6i  cents. 

10.  QUEEN  MARY  AND  HER  PEOPLE.  The  Smithfleld  Fires. 

61  cents. 

11.  QUEEN  MARY  AND  HER  PEOPLE.  How  Mary  restored  the 

Catholic  Religion.  6^  cents. 

12.  HOW  THE  POPE  BECAME  A KING.  The  People  deserted 

by  their  Rulers.  4 cents. 

13.  CORPUS  CHRISTI;  or,  The  Feast  of  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament, 

4 cents. 

Others  in  press  soon  to  be  issued. 

Also,  uniform  with  the  above : 

Riffkt  Rev,  BISHOP  HAYS^  celebrated  Tracts 
REASONS  FOR  NOT  WORSHIPING  OR  COMMUNICATING  m 
RELIGION  WITH  NON-CATHOLICS.  Price  6^  cents. 


PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAN  & BROTHER. 


FOLLOWING  OF  CHRIST.  32mo.,  cheap  editioa  From 
the  original  Latin  of  Thomas  a Kempis.  By  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Challoner. 

This  pocket  edition  of  this  golden  book,  it  is  hoped,  will  find 
its  way  into  universal  favor,  for  its  cheapness,  large  type,  and 
accuracy.  In  one  voL  32mo.,  extra  cloth,  gilt  backs. 

Cloth  binding 26 

gilt  edges 60 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES,  THE  EPISTLES,  AND 
THE  APOCALYPSE.  By  the  Most  Rev.  Feancis  Patrick 
Kenrick,  D.  D.,  Archbishop  of  Baltimore.  8vo.  Cloth,  uni- 
form with  the  “Four  Gospels.’*  Price $2  60 

THE  FOUR  GOSPELS.  By  the  Most  Rev.  Francis  P.  Kin- 
rick,  D.  D.,  Archbishop  of  Baltimore.  Translated  from  the 
Latin  Vulgate,  and  diligently  compared  with  the  original 
Greek  Text ; being  a revision  of  the  Rheimish  translatioa 
with  Notes  critical  and  explanatory.  8vo.  Cloth $2  00 

THE  PRIMACY  OF  THE  APOSTOLIC  SEE  VINDICATED. 
By  the  Most  Rev.  Francis  P.  Kenrick,  D.D.  Cloth  ..$1  60 

THE  PRIMACY  OF  THE  APOSTOLIC  SEE  VINDICATED. 
By  the  Most  Rev.  Francis  P.  Kenrick,  D.  D.  Translated 
into  the  German  language  by  the  Rev.  Nicholas  Steinbacher, 
S.  J.  8vo.  Cloth $2  00 

Nearly  three  large  editions  of  this  important  work  having 
been  sold  in  the  English  language,  and  it  being  universally  ac- 
knowledged the  best  Vindication  of  the  Primacy  ever  written, 
and  a most  triumphant  answer  to  the  entire  Prctestant  state- 
ment, has  induced  an  eminent  clergyman  to  make  a complete 
Translation  into  the  German  language,  for  the  benefit  of  those 
that  only  read  the  German.  It  is  printed  on  good  paper  and 
type,  and  bound  in  handsome  cloth» 
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PUBLISHED  BY  EDWARD  DUNIGAH  & RROTHER. 


iift  §0«fe  f0r  all  Sias0KS. 

THE  CATHOLIC  OFFEKING. 

BY  THE 

MOST  KEY.  WILLIAM  WALSH,  D.  D., 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  HALIFAX. 

Elegantly  printed  on  the  finest  paper,  and  illustrated  in  the 
most  exquisite  style  of  the  art ; with  four  beautiful  Illu- 
minations IN  THE  STYLE  OF  THE  Ancient  Missals,  from  Origi- 
nal designs,  and  nine  superb  Engravings  of  the  highest  finish 
and  beauty,  from  designs  of  Overbeck,  Carlo  Dolci,  Steinle, 
and  other  great  masters;  and  a number  of  fine  Wood  En- 
gravings, by  eminent  artists.  Small  8vo.,  550  pages. 


Turkey  morocco,  gilt  edges,  13  plates,  - - - $8  00 

Beautiful  cloth,  gilt  edges,  13  plates,  - - - - 2 50 

Cloth,  gilt  edges,  with  8 plates, 2 00 

Cloth,  plain  edge,  with  5 plates,  - - - - • 1 50 


SOME  OF  THE  OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESa 

BrownsorCs  Review  says : “ A volume  which,  for  illustrations, 
letter-press,  and  binding,  is  unsurpassed  by  any  of  the  fashion- 
able annuals  of  the  country,  and  a suitable  gift  book  for  the 
holidays  or  any  season  of  the  year.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
the  Catholic  Offering  will  be  a favorite.” 

The  Jbublin  Tablet  says : “ This  is  a magnificent  livre  de  lux 
which,  indeed,  does  high  credit  to  the  Catholic  press  of  New 
York ; elegantly  printed,  with  illuminated  title  pages  and  pre- 
sentation fly-leaf,  profusely  adorned  with  engravings,  and  ar- 
il  d 


E.  DUNia  AN  & BROTHER’S  PUBLICATIONS. 


FEASTS  AND  FASTS  OF  THE  CATHOLIC 

CHURCH.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Alban  Butler,  with 
the  continuation  by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Walsh,  now 
first  published  in  America.  Small  8vo.  cloth,  - - 1 00 

The  value  of  this  extraordinary  work  of  solid  instruo 
tion  and  erudition  is  greatly  enhanced  in  this  edition, 
by  what  the  gifted  author  deemed  necessary  to  com- 
plete this  work,  but  which  he  was  prevented  from  do- 
ing by  death,  viz.,  the  addition  of  the  Feast  of  Corpus 
Christi  and  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  by  an  eminent  divine. 

DOCTRINAL  CATECHISM.  By  ihe  Rev. 
Stephen  Keenan.  3d  American  edition,  revised  and 
corrected.  18mo. paper,  - • • • • - 085 

Price  in  half  doth  binding,  - • • • - 0 31 

Price  in  foil  doth  binding,  - • - ’ • • 0 50 

The  Catechism  of  the  learned  Jesuit,  Schefihiacher, 
has  long  had  an  established  reputation  on  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe,  for  its  authenticity,  precision,  concise- 
ness, and  diversity  of  its  contents.  In  adapting  it  to 
readers  in  English,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Keenan  has  made  such 
improvements  and  additions,  that  he  may  be  said  to 
have  produced  almost  an  entirely  new  work. 

SCRIPTURE  PROOF  OF  MIRACLES  DIS- 

PLAYED, by  the  Right  Riv«  George  Hay,  D.D. 

2 vols.  16mo.  - - - - - - - -100 

LIFE  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  MARY,  MO- 
THER OF  GOD,  taken  from  the  traditions  of  the  East, 
the  manners  of  the  Israelites,  and  the  writings  of  the 
Holy  Fathers.  From  the  French  of  M.  L’Abbe  OrsinL 
lOmo.  cloth,  - - - - • - • - 050 

16mo.  cloth,  gilt  sides, 0 7f 

16mo.  cloth,  gilt  sides  and  edges,  - • - 1 00 

YOUTH’S  DIRECTOR,  or  Familiar  Tales  for 
Young  People,  which  will  be  found  useful  to  persons 
of  every  age,  sex  and  condition  in  life. 

24mo  cloth  031 
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SCHMID’S  EXQUISITE  TALES. 


The  Popular  Library  of  Instruction  and  Amusement 
This  series  has  commenced  with  the  inimitable  and 
charminff  Tales  of  Canon  Schmid,  so  famous  all  over 
Europe  for  their  matchless  beauty,  simplicity,  and  pure 
teaclung,  and  whose  delightful  stories  are  the  joy  of 
every  fireside  of  Germany,  France,  Belgium,  Switzer* 
land,  (fee.  Schmid’s  Tales  abe  superbly  illustrated, 
from  original  designs  by  the  distinguished  American 
Artist,  J.  G.  Chapman,  and  executed  in  the  highest  style 
of  the  art  of  wood  engraving.  No  family  should  be 
without  this  Library ; and  no  mother  who  wishes  to  in- 
struct her  children  should  be  without  this  series.  Noth- 
ing can  be  more  suitable  for  family  reading,  schools, pre- 
miums, gift  books,  die.  The  following,  by  Canon  Schmid, 
are  issued  in  neat  paper  binding  and  sold  separately : 


FORGET-ME-NOT, 

7 plates.  6 cts. 

THE  REDBREAST, 

9 

a 

9 

K 

THE  MADONNA, 

7 

u 

9 

U 

THE  CAKES,  - - 

7 

M 

9 

M 

THE  CHERRIES,  • - 

7 

tt 

9 

tt 

ANGELICA,  - - . 

8 

u 

9 

tt 

THE  MELON,  - - 

8 

u 

9 

tt 

THE  DUMB  GIRL, 

8 

u 

9 

tt 

THE  DAISY,  - - - 

5 

K 

9 

tt 

THE  FIRE-FLY,  - - 

5 

(( 

9 

tt 

THE  CARRIER  PIGEON, 

8 

u 

m 

tt 

THE  CANARY-BIRD,  - 

7 

u 

12i 

U 

THE  WATER-PITCHER, 

7 

u 

m 

tt 

CLARA,  or  the  Red  and  White  Roses, 

8 

u 

m 

N 

ANSELMO,  - - - 

12 

u 

15 

tt 

THE  ROSE-BUSH,*  - 

10 

u 

15 

tt 

THE  BEST  INHERITANCE,  - 

9 

a 

15 

tt 

THE  LITTLE  LAMB,  - 

10 

M 

18 

tf 

They  may  also  be  had,  bound  in  elegant  cloth 
volumes,  at  26,  60,  and  76  cents  each  volume,  according 
to  size  and  binding. 
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Tlie  Practice  of  Cliristiau  and  Rcli- 

Spious  Perfection* 

By  Alpbonsus  Rodri8:uez9 

OF  THE  SOCIETY  OF  JEStTS. 

This  invaluable  work,  the  treasure  of  Seminaries,  ana 
religious  houses  of  every  order,  so  justly  styled  the 
* daily  bread  ” of  the  novice  in  the  ways  of  perfection,  is 
not  less  valuable  for  every  Christian  family.  It  is  writ- 
ten with  a knowledge  of  the  heart,  an  unction  and  power 
rarely  equalled.  The  Saints  of  the  later  centuries  have 
oeen  lavish  of  praises  on  the  work  of  Rodriguez.  St 
Francis  de  Sales  and  St  Alphonsus  Liguori,  those  con- 
summate masters  of  the  Spiritual  life,  are  alone  sufficient 
to  stamp  it  with  the  seal  of  worth.  3 volumes,  8vo. 

Price— $2  50 


Kotices  of  the  Press. 

The  present  edition,  the  only  one  now  published  in  this  country  or 
in  England,  is  by  far  more  accurate  and  convenient  in  form  than  any 
which  preceded  it— Ihtblin  Tablet. 

There  is  nothing  to  compare  with  it  in  its  kind  in  the  English  lan- 
guage, This  complete  edition,  brought  out  by  Dunigan  & Brother,  is 
In  their  usual  style  of  excellent  typography,  and  deserves  the  wide  cir- 
culation we  expect  it  to  receive. — FreemarCe  Journal, 

In  its  present  cheap  and  convenient  form,  it  will  be  hailed  as  a 
valuable  accession  to  an  increasing  stock  of  Catholic  works  publishea 
here.”— TeUefr, 

These  volumes  are  not  only  mo£t  creditable  to  the  publishers,  Ibf 
their  elegant  and  convenient  shape,  but  are  indispensable  in  a Chrls< 
tian  library.— Tablet, 
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Eacbaristica ; or,  A Serie§  of  Pieces, 

Orig^inal  and  Translated,  on  tlie  Most 
Holy  and  Adorable  Sacrament  of  tbe  £u-  | 
cliarist* 

By  tbe  Most  ReT*  Wm.  Walsb,  !)•  I>* 

The  Blessed  Sacrament,  the  keystone  of  Catholic  faith  and  wor- 
ship, is  no  less  the  source  of  true  piety.  A Eucharistic  Manual, 
whence  we  may  from  day  to  day  draw  new  motives  of  fervor,  can- 
not but  be  most  acceptable,  when  we  reflect  that  the  Visits  of  St. 
Liguori  is  almost  the  only  one  accessible  to  English  readers. 

The  name  of  the  Metropolitan  of  Halifax  is  such  a guarantee  of  the 
present  work,  that  no  encomium  is  needed. 

It  is  both  doctrinal  and  devotional,  and  contains  many  articles  of 
exceeding  value.  Here  in  a small  compass  the  Catholic  will  And 
treatises  on  the  Real  Presence,  the  Adoration  of  the  Eucharist,  the 
Mass,  the  Altar,  the  Sacred  Heart,  Corpus  Christi  and  its  procession. 

In  addition  to  this,  we  have  Bourdaloue’s  Instruction  on  Commu- 
nion, and  Bossuet’s  Instructions  for  First  Communion,  with  a Me- 
morial to  pre.serve  its  fruits;  and  besides  all  this,  devotions  and 
pious  readings  for  the  time  of  approaching  the  Holy  Sacrament. 

In  this  excellent  selection  of  devotions  are  the  Eucharist  Week, 
the  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  Prayers  for  Mass,  the  Litany, 
Psalms  and  Hymns  adapted  to  those  happy  moments,  or  to  times 
devoted  to  the  honor  of  the  Sacrament. 

Price— One  vol.,  neat  cloth,  63  cents. 

NOTICES. 

This  is  another  added  to  the  many  admirable  ascetical  works  that 
his  Grace  of  Halifax  has  given  to  the  readers  of  the  English  lan- 
guage.— FreemarCs  Journal. 

We  commend  it  to  the  attention  of  every  Catholic. — Catholic 
Telegraph. 

We  cannot  too  highly  recommend  it  to  the  patronage  of  our  read- 
ers.—Teller. 

Every  Catholic  reader  will  here  find  matter  to  edify  and  instruct 
Catholic  Mirror. 

It  deserves  a place  in  every  Catholic  Metropolitan. 
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'Tlte  Seraphic  Staff* 

A Manual  for  the  Members  of  the  Third  Order  of  St.  Francis 
Seraph,  compiled  for  the  accommodation  of  those  living  in  America 
by  a Priest  of  the  Order  of  St  Francis.  82mo. 

This  little  manual  just  compiled  contains  the  Eules  of  the  Coed 
OF  St.  Feancis,  and  a selection  of  suitable  Devotions,  including  the 
famous  Stations  of  Jerusalem. 

Price-Neat  cloth,  19  cents. 

Exerci§e  of  the  Way  of  the  Cross, 

As  it  is  performed  at  Jerusalem  and  in  the  Collosseum  at  Eome, 
Translated  from  the  Italian  by  a Priest  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis. 
82mo. 

Price— Paper,  4 cents. 

The  Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Tirgin  Mary* 

This  is  the  first  complete  Eosary  Manual  published  in  this  coun- 
try. Besides  the  usual  explanation  of  the  Mysteries  and  appropriate 
Prayers,  it  contains  various  methods  of  reciting  the  Beads,  especi- 
ally that  used  in  the  Eedemptorist  Missions,  and  an  explanation 
and  the  Eules  of  the  Living  Eosary. 

The  Engravings  are  new,  highly  finished,  and  got  up  expressly 
for  this  work. 

Price— Paper  covers,  6 cents. 

The  Scapular  Book* 

Containing  a full  explanation  of  the  Scapular  of  Mount  Carmel, 
the  advantages  of  that  excellent  devotion,  and  a list  of  the  Indul- 
gences to  be  gained  by  its  use.  Besides  this,  the  reader  will  find  in 
it  the  devotion  of  five  other  Scapulars  approved  by  the  Holy  See, 
and  enriched  by  the  grant  of  indulgences. 


Price— Paper  covers,  4 cents. 
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Tbe  devatiosi  of  tlie  §oul  to  t^od,  l>y 
Means  of  Spiritual  Considerations  and 
Affections* 

Translated  from  the  French  of  L’Abbe  Baeault. 

Extract  from  Notice  of  the  Catholic  Mirror. 

“ We  are  pleased  to  see  another  edition  of  this  excellent  work 
presented  to  the  American  public.  It  is  a series  of  readings  and 
meditations  on  the  principal  truths  of  religion  and  virtues  of  a Chris- 
tian life,  which  are  explained  with  force  and  unction  of  style,  and 
cannot  fail  to  be  most  useful  to  all  who  seek  strength  and  encou- 
ragement in  the  performance  of  duty.  This  is  a most  admirable 
work,  and  one  which  should  command  an  extensive  circulation.  In 
point  of  typography,  it  is  a most  handsome  volume.  1 vol.  18mo. 

Price— Cloth,  50  cents. 


Think  Well  On’t;  or,  Reflections  on 

tlie  Great  Truths  off  the  Christian  Reli- 
gion for  Every  Ray  of  the  Month. 


By  the  Rt.  Rev.  Br.  Challoner,  B.  B. 


To  which  is  added  Devotions  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  1 vol. 
24rao. 


Price.  .Cloth  gilt,  18i  cents. 


Spiritual  Maxims  of  St.  Tincent  of 

Paul.  Arranged  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year. 

By  the  Most  Rev.  Wm.  Walsh,  B.  B. 

To  which  is  added,  A Nine  Day’s  Devotion,  in  honor  of  St,  Vin- 
cent; and  Bioqeaphical  Notice  op  Mes.  Seton,  Foundress  and 
First  Superior  of  the  Bisters  of  Charity  in  the  United  States.  82mo. 

Price— Cloth,  26  c^ts. 


6 


PUBLISHED  BY  DUNIGAN  <t(  BROTHEB. 


The  Glories  of  Mary. 

Translated  from  the  Italian  of  St.  Alpkonsus  Liguori, 
under  the  direction  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Congregation 
of  the  Holy  Redeemer,  with  the  approbation  of  the 
Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New  York.  One  volume, 
16mo,  nearly  700  pages. 

This  new  edition  of  the  “ Glories  of  Mary;”  translated 
under  the  direction  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers,  is  the 
first  complete  translation  that  has  ever  been  made  into 
the  English  language  of  that  most  beautiful  book.  As  a 
manual  of  devotion  for  the  use  of  Catholics,  it  is  one  of 
the  most  admirable  books  ever  wi’itten.  Its  simplicity, 
its  fervor,  its  lucid  arrangement,  examples,  and  its  beau- 
tiful and  comprehensive  prayers,  must  make  it  a great 
favorite. 

Price— Handsome  cloth  binding;  fall  gilt  edges,  2 plates,  $1  50 
Do.  do  gilt  back,  1 plate,  1 00 

Da  do.  1 plate,  . « . 0 75 


Opinions  of  the  Press. 

The  London  Tablet  says : “ A magnificent  edition,  which  certainly 
does  great  credit  to  the  well-known  Catholic  firm  in  New  York  who 
have  brought  it  out” 

The  Brownson  Review  says : A very  beautiful  edition  of  one  of 
the  sweetest  and  most  admired  of  the  Devotional  Works  of  that  great 
saint,  Alphonsus  M.  Liguori.  The  translation  has  been  made  by  one 
that  is  abundantly  able  to  do  it  faithfiiUy,  tastefully,  and  effectually.’ 

The  Kew  York  Freeman'^a  Journal  says;  “The  most  beautiftil 
book  of  devotion  in  the  English  Language.” 

The  ColTiolio  Instructor  says : “ This  book  is  eminently  calculated 
to  enliven  the  affectionate  devotion  of  the  ftiithful  towards  the  imma- 
culate Mother  of  Cod^  The  typography  and  paper  are  most  excellent 
and  the  binding  very  neat” 
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Tbe  Oolden  Book  of  the  Confrateribi- 

ties* 

Published  under  the  superintendence  of  the  PaTnera 
of  the  Congeregation  of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer. 
Adapted  to  the  Rosary,  Living  Rosary,  Scapular  Bo 
cieties.  Confraternities  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  Sa- 
cred Heart  of  Jesus,  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  Cord 
of  Stw  Francis,  <fec.,  <fec. 

Price— One  voL  neat  cloth,  38  cents. 

This  new  and  entirely  original  book  of  devotion  sup 
plies  a want  long  felt  by  Catholics  at  large.  The 
members  of  the  numerous  Confraternities  had  no  manual 
containing  their  rules  and  devotions,  with  such  other  in- 
dulgenced  prayers  as  are  generally  in  use  among  the 
pious. 

The  present  volume  contains  Prayers  for  Mass,  for 
Communion,  and  in  general  the  devotions  to  be  found  in 
ordinary  prayer-books,  which  it  may  in  most  cases  replace. 
The  following  is  a part  of  its  contents : — 

Rosary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  and  the  various  modes  of  say- 
ing it 

Livinff  Rosary,  Rules,  Indulgences,  &c. 

Scapular  of  Mt  Carmel ; its  rules,  indulgences. 

All  the  other  Scapulars. 

Confraternity  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament: 

Confraternity  of  the  Sacred  Heart : 

Arch-confraternity  of  the  Immaculate  Heart,  and  the  miraculous 
medal : 

Cord  of  St  Francis : 

With  the  rules  and  devotions  of  all  these  confraternities. 

The  Way  of  the  Cross,  by  St  Alphonsus  LiguorL 

A short  treatise  on  Indulgences. 

The  fullest  collection  of  Indulgenced  prayers  in  Iho  language,  com- 
prising the  Litany  of  Jesus,  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  of  the  Dolorous  , 
Mother,  of  the  Passion,  and  others  duly  approved  at  Rome. 

Pravers  to  Jesus  Crucified,  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  Sacred 
Heart,  ^Blessed  Virgin,  &c. 

The  Illustrations  for  the  work  are  all  newly  engraved, 
Aud  adapted  to  the  text 
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Hay  on  l!Iiracle§ ; Tlie  Scripture  Hoc- 

trine  of  Miracles  Hisplayed* 

In  which  their  Nature,  &c.,  are  Impartially  Examined  and  Ex- 
plained according  to  the  Light  of  Revelation  and  the  Principles  of 
Sound  Reason.  2 vols.  12mo.,  2 plates. 

Hy  tlie  Rt*  Rev*  George  Ray)  I>.  ]>• 

Price— Cloth,  75  cents. 

Butler’s  Feasts  and  Fasts.  The  Mov- 
able Feasts  and  Fasts,  and  otber  Annual 
Observances  of  tlie  Catbolic  Cl&urcli* 

By  tlie  Rev*  Alban  Butler* 

With  a Continuation.  12mo. 

Like  every  other  work  of  Alban  Butler,  this  series  of  treatises  is 
replete  with  erudition,  piety,  and  useful  knowledge.  To  complete 
his  design,  left  unfinished  at'liis  death,  a treatise  on  Corpus  Christi 
and  tbe  Sacred  Heart,  have  been  added  by  an  eminent  prelate.  It 
is  invaluable  in  every  Catholic  family,  as  it  unfolds  the  real  mean- 
ing and  due  mode  of  honoring  the  Sunday.  Lent,  Advent,  Ember 
Days,  and  the  various  movable  feasts  of  the  year. 

Price — Cloth,  75  cents. 

The  Catholic  Christian  Instructed  in 

tbe  Sacraments,  Sacrifices,  Ceremonies, 
and  Observances  of  tlie  Cburcli, 

By  tbe  Rev*  Br*  Cballoner* 

1 voL  Price — Cloth,  ....  25  cents. 

Paper,  . . . . 18i  “ 

The  Youth’s  Hireetor;  or.  Familiar 

Instructions  for  Young  People,  witb  a 
Number  of  Ristorical  Tracts  and  Fdify- 
ing*  Examples* 

, Translated  from  the  French. 

I By  tbe  Rt*  Rev,  Wm*  Tyler. 

BISHOP  OF  HAETFOED. 

1 voL  18mo.  Price— Cloth,  81  cents. 
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The  Following^  of  Christ* 

32mo.,  cheap  edition.  From  the  original  Latin  of  Thomas  a 
Kempis. 

By  the  Rt*  Rev.  Bishop  Challoner. 

This  pocket  edition  of  this  golden  book,  it  is  hoped,  will  find  its 
way  into  universal  favor,  for  its  cheapness,  large  type,  and  accuracy. 
In  one  vol.  32mo.,  extra  cloth,  gilt  backs. 

Price — Cloth  binding,  . . . , 0 25 

“ gilt  edges,  . . . . 0 50 

The  Following  of  Christ. 

New  and  beautiful  edition.  24mo.  Translated  from  the  original 
Latin  of  Thomas  a Kempis. 

By  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Challoner^ 

With  a new  Translation  of  a Practical  Eeflection  and  Prayer  at  the 
end  of  each  chapter.  From  the  French  of  Father  Dk  Gonnkliku, 

8.  J. 

Bishop  Challoner's  translation  of  this  invaluable  work  has  ever 
been  considered  the  best  in  the  language,  and  the  new  translations 
of  the  Eeflections  and  Prayers  from  the  French  of  Father  Gonne- 
lieu,  is  by  one  of  the  best  scholars  in  this  country ; the  addition  of 
which,  it  is  hoped,  will  render  this  new  and  beautiful  edition  one  of 
the  most  attractive  volumes  ever  published. 

Price — Handsome  cloth  binding,  1 plate,  . . . $0  38 

American  morocco,  0 50 

“ “ full  gilt  edges  and  sides,  6 plates,  0 75 

Turkey  “ gilt  edges,  6 plates,  . . 1 50 


“ super  extra,  gilt  edges,  S plates,  2 00 
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Tbc  Complete  Works 

OF 

ST.  AliPHONSlTS  I^IOUORI, 

FOVHBSB  OF  THE  OONGBBGATIOK  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  BEDEEMEB. 

franslated  from  the  Italian,  and  Edited  by  Robert  A. 
Coffin,  Priest  of  the  same  Congi’egation. 

The  only  unabridged  edition  of  the  works  of  the  Saint, 


No  name  is  more  familiar  now  to  the  pious  reader  than 
that  of  the  holy  Bishop  of  St.  Agatha,  the  doctor  of  the 
eighteenth  century ; the  '*man  marked  by  Divine  Provi- 
dence to  exercise  in  our  days  a special  influence  over  the 
whole  Church  of  God. 

He  wrote  and  labored,  not  for  one  circumscribed 
kingdom,  but  for  the  universe ; not  for  one  rank  or  class, 
but  for  alL  Rich  and  poor,  learned  and  unlettered,  all 
are  instructed  by  him  in  the  practice  of  the  Christian  vir- 
tues proper  to  their  respective  states ; but  above  all,  by 
what  may  be  called  his  particular  gift,  are  led  to  the 
most  tender  love  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  of  his 
Blessed  Mother,  and  to  the  true  spirit  of  prayer.  Many 
of  his  works  have  appeared  in  an  abridged  form ; all  are 
now  here  first  given  in  English. 
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Volume  L — ^Price  63  Cents. 

The  Christian  Virtues,  and  the  Means 

of  Obtaining  tl&em. 

contents: 

I THE  PRACTICE  OP  THE  LOVE  OF  OUR  LORD  JESUS 
CHRIST. 

II.  TREATISE  ON.  PRAYER,  in  two  paets. 

IIL  DIRECTIONS  FOR  ACQUIRING  THE  CHRISTIAN 
VIRTUES. 

IV.  RULE  OF  LIFE  FOR  A CHRISTIAN. 

The  LOVE  of  CHRIST  and  TREATISE  on  PRAYER 
are  already  favorites  with  the  pious  reader,  and  we  now 
at  last  have  them  as  the  Saint  wrote  them.  The  other 
treatises  are  also  most  devout,  though  less  known. 


Volume  H— Price  50  Cents. 

Meditations  and  Discourses  on  the  In- 

carnation* 


contents. 

L MEDITATIONS  ON  THE  INCARNATION. 

IL  MEDITATIONS  FOR  ADVENT. 

XU.  NOVENA  FOR  CHRISTMAS,  WITH  DISCOURSES. 

IV.  MEDITATIONS  FOR  iiPIPHANY  AND  ITS  OCTAVE. 
V.  WAY  OP  BETHLEHEM,  OR  STATIONS  OF  THE  IN 
PANT  JESUS. 

The  treatises  in  this  volume  are  for  the  first  time  pre' 
sented  to  the  English  reader ; but  unless  we  greatly  err, 
^11  be  no  less  esteemed  than  the  Preparation  for  Death 
or  Way  of  Salvation. 


PUBLISHED  BY  E.  DUNIGAN  AND  BROTHER. 


^\it  C0mplefe  ®jjrfes  of  St  §iIpIjonstts  ^igtiorl 

New  Translation,  edited  by  the  Rev.  E.  A.  Cofldn,  C.  S S.  E. 

EACH  VOLUME  COMPLETE  IN  ITSELF. 


The  Visits  and  Spirit  of  St.  liiguori. 

Visits. 

CONTENTS. 

L VISITS  TO  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT. 

IL  ACTS  FOR  HOLY  COMMUNION. 

III.  THANKSGIVING  AFTER  COMMUNION. 

IV.  MEDITATIONS  FOR  THE  OCTAVE  OF  CORPUS 

CHEISTL 

Spirit  of  St.  lii^uori. 

I.  NOVENA  OF  THE  HOLY  GHOST. 

II.  LOVE  OF  GOD  AND  MEANS  OF  ACQUIRING  IT. 

III.  THE  WAY  TO  CONVERSE  ALWAYS,  AND  FAMI- 

LIARLY WITH  GOD. 

IV.  UNIFORMITY  TO  THE  WILL  OF  GOD. 

V.  REST  FOR  SCRUPULOUS  SOULS. 

VI.  COUNSELS  TO  A SOUL  IN  DESOLATION. 


1 TOl  cloth. 


Price— 50  cents. 
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PUBLISHED  BY  DUNIGAN  A BROTHER. 


Life  of  tlie  Blessed  Tirgin  Mary,  Motliei 

o£  Ood* 

Taken  from  the  Traditions  of  the  East,  the  Manners 
of  the  Israelites,  and  the  Writings  of  the  Holy  Fa- 
thers. From  the  French  of  M.  L’Abbe  Orsini. 

By  tbe  Beir.  Patrick  Power,  !>•  D* 

This  translation  from  the  French  of  the  Abb6  Orsim, 
who  collected  his  facts  from  traditions  of  the  East,  the 
manners  of  the  Israelites,  and  the  Writings  of  the  Holy 
Fathers,  is  written  in  a peculiarly  graceful  and  felicitous 
style.  The  most  prominent  events  in  the  life  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin ; her  seclusion  in  the  gorgeous  temple  of 
Solomon;  her  laborious  life  in  the  picturesque  village 
of  Hazareth ; her  sufferings  on  Calvary ; her  wanderings 
with  St.  John,  and  death  at  Ephesus,  are  brought  before 
the  mind  with  more  than  the  vividness  of  painting.  16mo. 

Price— Cloth  binding,  1 fine  engraving,  . • • $0  50 

Bo.  gilt  edges,  4 plates,  . • . 1 00 

Bo.  fhll  gilt  edges  and  sides,  6 fine  plates,  1 50 


Notices  of  the  Press. 

The  Charleston  Catholic  Miscellany  says : “ This  is  truly  a beau- 
tiful book.  Its  typography,  and  binding,  and  frontispiece  (with  a plats 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  Child,  in  the  new  or  Christian  style),  would 
do  honor  to  any  work.” 

The  London  Tablet  says : “ This  is  an  opportune  book,  which  has 
given  us  much  pleasure.  It  conveys  a holy  and  lovely  idea,  and  we 
can  be  certain  that  some  such  life  as  this  the  Blessed  Virgin  must  have 
led  according  to  the  circumstances  related  of  her  by  a constant  and 
harmonious  tradition.” 

The  London  Rambler  says : “ This  is  a work  of  European  reputa- 
tion, and  has  received  the  highest  testimonials  of  approbation  from 
authorized  judges,” 
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Deacidified  using  the  Bookkeeper  process. 
Neutralizing  Agent;  Magnesium  Oxide 
Treatment  Date: 


JUN 


1996 


Bbbkheeper 


PRESERVATION  TECHNOLOGIES,  INC. 
1 1 1 Thomson  Park  Drive 
Cranberry  Twp.,  PA  16066 
(412)  779-2111 
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